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PETER WILLIAM SON, 


of the Mohauk nation, alias, the Indian 
King; Bookſeller in Edinburgh ; Keeper i 
of the American Coffee-houſe there; In- 
venter of the Reaping Machine, of the 
Mariner's Diving-box, &c. Author 0 
the Book, entituled. French and Indian 
- Cruelty; Proſecutor of the Aberdeen Kids 
nappers 3 Planner of the American con- 
queſt ; Exhibiter of the Indian dreſs, ſcals 
ing-knife, tomahawk, war-dance, and 
death-hollow ; Trumpeter-general for 
Free-maſons, and Jack of all Trades in 
Edinburgh, &c. &c. &c: 


RENOWNED SIRE; 


F Carmot be faſpeted of flattery by dedieatiag the 

following miſcellanies to a perſon of your dignity] 

learning and ingenuity ; being equally ſkilted in all 
languages, not only of the European and Indian, bug 
what is more aſtoniſhing, alſo verſant in the language 
of beaſts and birds. The learned conferences I ha 
heard you relate, betwixt you and the dog of King 
Henrick, have often fill'd me with wonder, and it if 
well known to the world, that ſix coach-horſes, uni 
your tuition, became ſuch proficients in the arts al : 
A3 "i — 


__— DEDICATION. 
ees, as to merit the attention of a certain Royal 
Burgh, (I mean Dumfries) who deſervedly conferred 
upon you, and your ſix quadrupede pupils, the free- 
dom of their town, and adorned your and their heads 
with burgeſs tickets, of an uncommon and enormous 
ſize; the like not known ſince the reign of Caligula, 
who tutored his horſe to fit in the Roman ſenate. 

The veraeity of your writings (nov to be equalled 
fince the days of Robiſon Cruſoe) the conciſeneſs of 
your ſentences, and the Laconic manner of expreſ- 
ſion, remarkable in your works, outſhine even Sopho, 
Voltaire and Rouſſeau. 


- Your truly public ſpirit for the encouragement of 


virtue and ſuppreſſion of viee, is ſufficiently illuſtrated 
in the bold .attempt of bringing, and carrying on, a 
proſecution againſt the puiſſant rulers of Aberdeen, and 


the kidnapping companies of that Burgh; whoſe illi- 


eit practices ought to be a national concern, and me- 
rit the ſevereſt ſtrokes of juſtice. While you ſo far de- 
ſerve the public thanks of your country; that, at 
the national expence, your ſtatue, in the Indian dreſs, 
ought to be erected in their market-places, as a lafting 
nonument, not only of kidnapping cruelty, but alſo 
ta convey down to poſterity, the great ſufferings and 
exoic atchievements, of the much renowned and va- 
tant adventurer PETER WILLIAMSON. * 

To thee the farmer owes more than to the ſiekle of 
eres, for, by thy new invented ſeythe, one man, in 


ckles in the ſame time. By thy diſcovery too, we 
an travel under water from Leith to Kinghorn, with 
as much ſafety as on dry land, and in thy marine div- 
ing- box, can remain in the bottom of the great deep, 
yicking up loſt money or ponderous goods; and had- 
ocks, by the ſame notable and curious invention, 
nay be catched in mouſe-traps,—Yea, the leviathan 
and all the finny tribe fly before thy trident, as the 
amid hare on Terra Firma, avoideth the purſuit of the 
zager hungſman. Her 


Lotteries 


regular order, can cut down more corns, than ten 


The mighty Struan was not able to com 


thy fertile brains, numerous as the hairs of the volu- 


DEDICATION. . = 
Lotteries have been the ſubject of thy genius, a 
the wheels thereof have been artfully framed by-thy | 
hands, as the tickets were, to enrich the public, | 
hend thee, | 

for verily thy ways are wonderful, and thy actions 
calculated to confound and ſtrike with dumfundiſica - 
bility the moſt penetrating amongſt the ſons of men. 
Thy dedication to Ms. Pitt, the Patriotic Commo- 
ner, indicates thy modeſty and wiſdom; and the hand- 
ſome gratuity thou obtainedſt from his bounty, pointetn 
forth the edification he received from thy labours. 
To thee is owing the noble plan of American con- 
queſt, and, while we bleſs thy happy genius for our fuc- - 
ceſs, in vain do the Monſieurs pour down curſes 


minous wig, with which they are inveſted. A wig ſo 
conſpicuous as to attract obſervation and rouſe eriti- 
ciſm. A wig, which, long before this period, might 
have had three tails, Had not you, its owner, been 
ſtole from a kingdom of liberty in your youth, and 
baſely ſold in a land of bondage, where no wigs grow. 

Were I here to enumerate the _ qualifications 5, 
you are poſſeſſed of, they would make ſuch a number of 
volumes, that even the ſhop of GG— n C— d would 
not be capacious enough to contain the valaable depo- 
ſitum; and the ſhelves thereof, unequal to the enor- 
mous load of your virtues, giving way, might entomb rl 
old Gn in the precious ruins.— Great Sire, your s 
unparalelled modeſty, like that of the Chevalier Tay- 
lor, might be offended, were I to enter into a more 
minute detail of your perfections; therefore, with all 
becoming reſpe& due to your quality, I deſiſt from d 
the arduous taſk, and hope you will be credulous | 
enough to think, that this imperfect copy of ſo maſter- 
ly an original, was more the reſult of affection, than 
any preſumption F had of my own abilities. 

W hat induced me to dedicate the following miſcel- 
lanies to you, without your good leave, was the ſenſe |} 
1 had of your thorough knowledge of the Belle Let- 

tres, 
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DEDICATION: 
tres, and your refined taſte for poetry, The many 
valuable compoſitions both in proſe and verſe, the pre- 
eious productions of your leiſure hours, I beg you 
may not ſuffer to be loſt, by a modeſty which is likely 
to be ſo fatal to the republic of letters; for ſure you 
have nothing to fear from the critics, while under the 
auſpices. of the Great Commoner, more than I have; 
while under the benign patronage of the great PETER 
WILLIAMsSsoN; may the world, to future ages, re- 
tain a juſt ſenſe of the advantages flowing from our reci- 
procal labours.— May your Royal Conſort be long pre- 
ſerved, to combat the gout in your Majeſty's ſtomach 
with gin and brandy ; and may your Majeſty's virtues 
only be outdone, by the noble emulation of your nu- 
merous iſſue, is the prayer of 


Great SIR E, 


Your moſt devoted, 


EoinnURGH, | moſt obedient, 


1 


and moſt humble ſervant, 


LAUF PD ERCO. 


The AUT HO“ 


:ͤʒů . 
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CHRISTIAN READER, | 
HE fillowing miſcellany is publiſhed at the deſire of 
many Gentlemen, who have always been my very 

£99d friends : if there be any thing in it amuſing ur en- 
terlaining, ſhall be very glad I have contributed to your) 
diverſion ; and will laugh as heartily at your money, as 

you do at my works. Several of my pieces may need ex- 
planation, but I am too cunning for that; what is nut un- 
derſinod, (like Preſbyterian preaching ) will at leaſt be 
admired. | | 


T am regardleſs critics perhaps ſome of my lines 
want a foct ; but then, if the critic look ſharp out, he) 
will fnd that loſs ſuff ciently ſupplied in other places, 
where they have a fout too much + and beſides, mens wirks 
generally reſenil le themſelves ; if the poems are lame, fa 
tis the author, 


„ CLAUDELW 
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The ECHO of the RoyaL PoRCH of th 
PALACE of HOLY-ROOD-HOUSE 
which fell under Pilitary Execution 
Anno 1753. 


„ E Sons of Mars, with black cockade, 
Who wear the gun and murd'ring blade, 
22) [&Z Againſt your foes in battle hot, 
i And die, or conquer on the ſpot; 

—— To devaſtation ye are bred, | 

By blood ye ſwear, and blood your trade. 
No (Echo then N aloud,) 

They do not always deal in blood; 

Nor yet in breaking human bones, 

For Oui xot- like they knock down ſtones. 
Regardleſs they the mattock ply, 


Jo root out Scots * 


| 
| 
| n 
My aged arch for cent'ries ten 
Hath ſpared been by Scottiſh men. 
As 7udah's porches, ſacred mine, 
Where Kincs did rule by right divine. 
Your antient Kincs did enter here, 
Tho? ſtrangers now for many a year; 
And many barons in my ſight, ” 
Were honour'd with the title, Kn1crt, | 
Whoſe race now tamely ſees my fall, 
Relentleſs at my mournful call. 
When Red-coats ſtruck, I loud did ſhriek, 
And to AULD REIKIE thus did ſpeak : 
What is my crime? Oh! what my blot ? 
AULD RE1xlE cry'd, Thowrt an old Scor. 
What then? my Echo loud did cry, 
Muſt Scots antiquity now. die? 
Tes, cry'd AULD REIk IE, die you muſt, 
or ae. 
My croſs likewiſe, of old renown, 
Will next to you be tumbled down; 
And by degrees each antient place 
Will periſh by this modern race. 
My Echo then did loud rebound, 
With cries which ſhook the neighb'ring ground; 
nd, all amaz'd, the ſoldier bands 
uſpended ſtood with trembling hands; 
While theſe ſad accents I let fly, 
Which ſharply pierc'd the azure ſky: 
Adieu, EpiNa, now adieu, 
Fair Scorla's glory's gone, 
This faid, ſhe bow'd her antient head, 
And gave the final groan. 
Evina echo'd then aloud, 
And bid her long farewel ; 
The Calton-hill and Arthur's ſeat 
Did ring her parting knell. 


Wat. 


The laſt Speech and dying Words of the CROSS 
of Edinburgh, which was hanged, dra 
and quartered, on Monday the 15th 9 
March 1756, for the horrid Crime of being 
an Incumbrance to the Street. | 


YE ſons of ScoT1a, mourn and weep, 
Expreſs your grief with ſorrow deep; 

Let aged ſires be bath'd in tears, 

And ev'ry heart be Ald with fears; 
Let rugged rocks with grief abound, 
And Echos multiply the ſound; 
Let rivers, hills, let woods and plains, 
Let morning dews, let winds and rains, 
United join to aid my woe, 4 
And loudly mourn my overthroõw.— 
For Arthur's Oun and Edinburgh Cr, 
Have, by new ſchemers, got a toſs ; 
We, heels o'er head, are tumbled down, 
The modern taſte is London town. 

] was built up in Gothic times, 

And have ſtood fev'ral hundred reigns; 
Sacred my mem'ry and my name, T 
For kings and queens I did proclaim. 
I peace and war did oft? declare, 
And rous'd my country ev'ry where : 
Your anceſtors around me walk'd ; 
Your kings and nobles 'ſide me talk'd ; 
And lads and laſſes, with delight, 
Set tryſt with me to meet at night; 
No tryſter e'er was at a loſs, 
For why, Pl! meet you at the Croſs. 

| f A 2 


* A piece of very great antiquity, the property of a gentleman r 
Falkirk, who deſtroyed it to build up a mill dam- head on the ni 
Carron. But the river (ſwelled, as it were, with reſcaumeut) . 
ſwept it off, | ; | 2 4 


( 4 ) 

T country people did direct 

hrough all the city with reſpect, 

ho miſſing me, will look as droll 
As mariners without the pole. 

Dn me great men have loſt their lives, 
ind for a maiden left their wives. 
Low rogues likeways oft” got a peg 
ith turnip, t--d, or rotten egg; 

ind when the mob did miſs their butt, 
was bedaub'd like any ſlut, 

ith loyal men, on loyal days, 
dreſs'd myſelf in lovely bays, 

ind with ſweet apples treat the croud, 
hile they huzza'd around me loud, 
Profeſſions many have I ſeen, 

And never have diſturbed been, 

've ſeen the Tory party lain, 

ind Whigs exulting o'er the plain: 

ve ſeen again the Tories rife, 

ind with loud ſhouting pierce the skies, 
hen crown their king, and chace the Whig 
rom Pentland- hill to Bothwell-brig. 

ve ſeen the cov'nants by all ſworn, 

nd likewiſe ſeen them burnt and torn. 
neutral ſtood, as peaceful Quaker, 

ith neither fide was I partaker. 

I with my life had longer been, 

hat I might greater ferlies ſeen ; 

r elſe like other things decay, 

hich Time alone doth waſte away: 

ut ſince I now muſt loſe my head, 

at my laſt, this leſſon read; | 
Tho? wealth, and youth, and beauty ſhine, 
And all the graces roynd you twine, 
Think on your end, nor proud behave; 
There's nothing ſure this ſide the grave.“ 
Ye jolly youths, with richeſt wine, 

ho drunk my dirge, for your propine, 
do bequeath my laſting boon : _ 

ay heav'n preſerve you late and ſoon ; 
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May royal wine, in royal bowls, 
And lovely women chear your ſouls, 
Till by old age you gently die, 
To live immortal in the sky. 

To own my faults I have no will, 
For I have done both good and ill : 
As to the crime for which I die, 
To my laſt gaſp, Not guilty, I. 
But to this magiſterial hate 
I ſhall aſſign the priſtine date. 
When the intrepid, matchleſs CHARLES 
Came here with many Highland CARLs, 
And o'er my top, in public ſight, 
Proclaim'd aloud his FaTHeR's RIGHT 3 


From that day forth it was agreed, 


That I ſhould as a REBEL bleed; 

And at this time they think it meet 
To ſnatch my fabric off the ſtreet, 
Leſt I ſhould tell to them once more 


The tale I told ten years before. 


At my deſtroyers bear no grudge, 


Nor do you ſtain their maſon-lodge, 


Tho? well may all by-ſtanders fee 

That better maſons built up me. 

The royal ſtatue in the cloſe | 
Will ſhare the fate of me, you CRoss; 
Heav'ns, earth, and ſeas, all in a range, 
Like me, will periſn for Exchange. 


The ſerious Advice and Exhortation of the 
Royal Exchange to the CRoss of Edin- 
burgh, immediately before its execution. 


MAY aged parent, hear my voice, 

LYL And ceaſe to make this doleful noiſe ; 
Submit yourſelf unto your doom, 

Royal Exchange comes in your room ; 


1 

My poliſh'd ſtones, of modern date, 

One day will ſhare my parent's fate; 

And in your fall mine own I ſee : 

What's modern now will anticnt be. 

All nature changes in its turn, 

Worlds fometimes drown, and ſometimes burn; 
Yea, heaven ſhrinks below the rod 

Of the eternal changeleſs G OD. 

To your laſt words I was attent, 
Which made my heart of ſtone relent ; 
Your aged fpeeches, full of ſenſe, 
Acquir'd by long experience, 

Made zealous Whigs, and hopeful Tories, 
Jointly thank you for your {tories ; 
Both parties herein did agrce, | 
That you was uſed cruelly. 

When honeſt men are high in place, 
Rogues are hung up with cover'd face; 
When rogues have power, ſham juſtice too 
Will hang the honeſt up like you. 
The Luckenbooths, WVeigh-huuſe, and Cuard, 
By the new ſcheme, will not be ſpar'd; 
For modiſh people think it meet, 

That houſes be ſwept off the ſtreet. 
Into my bowels as an urn, 

You'll all be bury'd in your turn; 
Then, phcenix-like, again you'll riſe, 
And ſoar with me into the ſkies. 

Grand is the ſcheme, and its intent 

"Is order, ufe, and ornament. 

My builders ſkill'd are in each lecture 
Of maſonry and architecture; 

Can build a Croſs, or pull it down, 
And from a rock extract a town ; 

Can work to old taſte or to new, 
Therefore the antients they out-do. 
Your crimes, dear father, now repent, 
Mourn for the life that you have ſpent ; 
For witneſs often you have ſtood, 


And have ſuck'd up much gentle blood. 


1 


A vi'lent death therefore you ſhare, 

That all blood-ſuckers may beware. 
Num'rous examples teſtify, . 

That blood for blood doth vengeance cry; 
None merciful will mourn the loſs 

Of you, a cruel bloody CRoss. 


1 


On Repairing the Abbey-Kirk of Holy-Rood- 


Houle. | 


HAVE I been ſleeping, in a trance, or dead; 
Sure now [| live, and rear my antient head; 
Then tell me, Caltcx-hitt and Arthur's ſeat, 

Why Tm reviv'd and wakened of late, 

What is the cauſe? oh! tell, you buildings rare, 
No king frequents the royal houſe of pray'r. 
Why have I ſilent been theſe hundred years? 
My altar quite forſook : no pray'rs, no tears, 
T'implore heav'ns mercy on a ſinful land, 

And deprecate God's wrath when nigh at hand? 
None of the royal race fure here remain, 

Or, if they do, apoſtatiz'd they reign, 
Neglecting heav'n, and every other thing, 

That peace and honour to their ſubjects bring, 
A STUART was king when I fell faſt aſleep, 
Then biſhops here did fervent worſhip keep: 
Their ſucceſſors, I fear, quite void of grace, 
Have ceas'd to worſhip in this holy place. 

Are pious churchmen from this kingdom gone? 
Have Scottiſh kings now abdicate their throne? 


Are kings and rev'rend biſhops in exile? 


And hath religion fled fair Scotia's iſle? | 
Yet, if they're baniſh'd, ſure they'll faſt come home, 
Elſe, why do maſons now repair my dome ? | 
Tell me, if Preſbyt'ry, that upſtart new, 

Has come in place of the Catholics true ? 

Perhaps they proudly aim at nothing leſs 

Than my devoted walls now to poſſeſs. 


| ( © ) . 

How ſtrange the changes churches undergo! 
Catholics me poſſeſs'd not long ago, 

With pious hearts they worſhip'd God with tears, 
Tho? they have been ſuppreſs'd theſe many years. 
Long have I ſlept, and wiſh'd to have ſlept on, 
Till rouz'd by Catholic devotion. 

Heretics much I hate, not orthodox, 

-Fomenting dire diſcord, like old 7ohn Knox ; 
Who rend the church for their own private views, 
More hurt they do than unbelieving 7ews. 
Where is the Abbey Porch, the city Croſs ? 

To know this place, I'm greatly at a loſs. 

Such changes much my aged ſight confound ; 
Except theſe: hills, all things are chang'd around. 
The river keeps its courſe upon the north, 

J think they call it ſtill the Frith of Forth; 

But all things elſe wear quite a diff*rent face, . 
The Scots united ſeem to Saxon race. 

Where is your king and Scottiſh parliament ? 
Why was I wak'd to ſee this dire event? 

Where are your nobles now ? they ſeem but few, 
And what remain ſeem careleſs of you too. 
Where are your pow'rful chiefs of ev'ry clan, 
Whoſe native valour always led the van 

Of conqu'ring armies, whoſe reſiſtleſs might 
Great vict'rĩies won, defending Scotland's right? 
Are they exiPd, or do they now bear arms, 

To ſhield themſelves from foreign foes alarms? 

| Your ſons impreſs'd, and forc'd to foreign fields, 
To draw their ſwords, and to oppoſe their ſhields : 
Such changes for the worſe add to my grief, 

Where ſtrays the hero wiſhes you relief ? 

It cruel was to ſet within my view 

Impending ills that hang. o'er Scotland now ; 
Happier, had I been ſtill allow'd to ly 

Dormant, or dead, to all eternity. 


Scotland 
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Scotland Tears for the horrid Treatment of 
their Rings Sepulchres. 


R AGE, vengeance, fury, aid. my pen; 
To laſh the worſt of wicked men; 
A ſordid wretch, of honour void; | 
And ev'ry virtue elſe beſide ; 
From dunghill ſprung; of breeding mean 
A beaſt in human ſhape uncleat.o— 
Miſtake me not, I do not blame 

The country fair from whence he came ; 
There's miſcreants both here and there, 
Which neither kingdom ought to ſpare. 

Let Scotia's ſons then hear my theme, 
And join to curſe the hated name 
Of this vile wretch, who, in diſdain, 

Did our moſt hallow'd places ſtain. 
With ſacrileglous diſreſpect, 

An office-houſe he did erect 

Within the Abbey's ſacred ſhrine, 
Where long the duſt of kings had lain, 
Both undiſturb'd, and much rever'd, 
By pious Scots held in regatd. 

Our kings, our princes, there do ly, 
Whoſe fouls are how above the ſky; 
Thoſe royal heroes, whoſe command 
Extended over Scotias land; | 
The darlings of theit country too, 

Who made its en'mies often bow; 

In bloody fields who dangers fhar'd, 

And oft? the arms of England dar'd j 
Muſt now be baſely ſhit upon 

By an unworthy Engliſh drone, 

Who boaſts himſelf, to his diſgrace, 
He ftain'd with dung our kings bare face. 

O! royal GEORGE, our ſoyreign dear, 
Vato this ſtory lend an ear f 
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Hear how the bones of antient kings 

Are treated Jike to common things! 

Our royal JaMEsEs, from whoſe veins 

The blood did flow by which GEORGE reigns, 
Their ſacred duſt, by vile intent, 

Lies mingled with baſe excrement. 

By puniſhment, ſevere and ample, 

Io all the world make him example, 
That no preſumpt'ous wretch again 
May royal aſhes thus profane. 

Edina's ſons, indignant view, 
The groſs affront that's done to you; 
Shew your re“ ntment at this deed, 
For which all loyal hearts do bleed; 
And hate the rogue who did the blame, 
But not the place from whence he came. 
"Tis liker to Batavian tricks, 
Who trample on the crucifix, 
And treat religion with diſdain, 
In order to enhance their gain : 
But England's ſons, more pious far, 
Are good in peace, and brave in war; 
Fair virtue is the only pole 
By which they ſteer unto the goal 

Of honour, trade and happineſs, 

And heav'n rewards them with ſucceſs. 

| Svch ſacrilegious wicked men 
Are held by them in great diſdain ; 
And fame records, perhaps tis true, 
They alſo gave this rogue his due ; 
When with impious breath he vaunted, 
How he had ſhit on kings undaunted : 
They whip'd him with great indignation, 
And almoſt fent him to damnation. 

Let Britons all his crime deteſt, 
And icarcely wiſh the villain bleſt ; 

_ While injur'd Scots his due afford, 

By dragging him thro” Tumble-Turd. * 


An 


* A river (ſomewhat leſs than the TN that carries off the filth 
from Edinburgh. 
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An Elegy on the much- lamented Death of 
Quaker Erſkine, or Quakeriſm compared 


with Presbytery. 

WHAT dreary news is this I hear? 

What doleful tale thus ſtrikes mine ear? 
No common loſs ſure this muſt be, 
That draweth tears from ev'ry eye. 
No trivial loſs, the loſs is great, 
Mourn, mourn, 'the church, and mourn, the ſtate; 
Mourn, Ed'nburgh, both ſuburbs and city, 
For ERSKINE's death, be filPd with pity. 
Frem youth-hood to his dying day 
He to us did both preach and pray; 
The goſpel free he did diſpenſe, 
And for it ne'er took pounds or pence, _ 
Like canting preachers in our day, 
Who'll neither to us preach or pray, 
Unleſs we pay two thouſand merks, 
Beſides their beadles charge, and clerks; 
And tho” they have the foreſaid rent, 
Yet de'il ha'e them if they're content, 
But do apply to parliament, 
Their ſtipend further to augment. 
Oh happy country ſure and bleſt, 
Where from the clergy they find reſt! 
But where ſhall we this kingdom find? 
Not till in heaven, this is deſign'd. 
Here Gibb damns Ralph, and Ralph damns Gibb, 
Both damn the Cameronian tribe, | 
While Whitefield comes, prays God fave a', 
Then takes our caſh, and runs awa': 
Unlike thoſe, like ?>oftle Paul, 
ERSKINE liv'd by honeſt call; 
Our ſouls with goſpel he did cheer, 
Our bodies too with ale and beer. 
Gratis he goſpel got, and gave away, 
For ale and beer he only made us pay; 
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His ale and beer were always beſt, 


For which in heav'n he's highly bleſt. 


If there were ſtipend in the ca 


Faſt for his kirk our prieſts wou 4 chaſe ; 


But where there is not ſtore of wealth, . 
Souls are not worth the cure of | health; 


And for his kirk our clergy will not plea, 


Vacant his kirk, but not his brewerie. 
Each canting preſbyter, when he dies, 
Gets to his fame high elegies, 

And, whether they deſerve or not, 


They are ſet forth without a blot. 


Some chuſe Maſs James, ſome chuſe Maſs John 


* 


But here, alas! no riſk we run, 
His character can't be out- done; 
For truth and honeſt probity, 

No man e'er liv'd could him out - vy. 


Some curſe the power of a patron; 
But all are in a groſs miltake, 

Till they convert to honeſt QAR R. 
Now honeſt QuAK ERS, beſt of men! 
Mourn, mourn for him with heavy mane ; 
For by yea and nay, or by G d d 
Good ERSKINE was an honeſt man. 


4 Farewell to the General Aſſembly, 


YE fleſhers, ſneathe your reeking knives ; 

Of G d D's creation ſpare the lives ; 
Relent the ſlaughter you have made, 
And mourn'a moment ofer the dead! 
Great bulls did roar, with dying groans, 
And ſlaughter'd were for our Maſs Johns; 
'The ſmaller cattle, calves and lambs, 
Were ſnatched from their mournful dams ; ; 
At the Aſſembly loſt their lives, TA 
To ſtuff the clergy and their wives. 


-- — 


— 
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Nor did the grunting naſty ſow, * + 
Th abomination of a Few, © 
Eſcape the luſt of this black-band, 
Who raiſe a dearth o'er all the land. 
The feather'd tribe, gooſe, duck, and hen, 
Were in infinite numbers ſlain ; 8 
To ſatisfy their hunger keeny 
Such devaſtation ne er was ſeen. 
The Forth was plunder'd of its fiſh, 
That they might have a dainty diſh; ' 
Salmon, cod, and cabelow, + ' 
Into their bellies they did ſtow ; 
At oyſters too they did not bogle, 
Which made them at our ladies ogle, 
And carnal weapons keenly ply, 
Well cover'd with hypocriſy, 
But to their glehes they now are fled, 
With their big guts well ſtuff'd and fed. 
Each pariſh now has got its drone, \ -- 
To croak, and hum, and howl, and groan, 
Except the prieſt of Duriſdeer, 
Depos'd for loving carnal cheer, 
Tho? all the brethren muſt confeſs 
They love it either more or leſs. 

Now gladneſs ſhines in every face, 
Since their fat paunches left the place; 
We only dread the coming year 
Of their aſſembled bellies here. 


CLAUDERO to WHITEFIELD. 
OW, zealous pig-ey'd Engliſh quack, 

N Arriv'd again with loaded pack, 

Pray what now have you got to ſell? 

Can you inſure Scots ſouls from hell? 

Or do you come to cry Repent, 

Give me your money, I'm a faint ! 

And in return you ſhall have grace 

To put into your money's place. BY 
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| Pray, can you ſhow a nearer road 

| How men may reach the bleſs'd abode, 
Than pulpiteers into our ifle ? 

| Or do our preachers us beguile ? 
That you thus ſingly do oppoſe 

|| Yourſelf againſt ſpiritual foes. 

Plays, balls, aſſemblics, and the de'il, 

| Your zealous fury often feel, 

The play-houſe, Sir, you ought to ſpare, 
For often there you had a ſhare ; 

The ſtage ſupply'd you, in your need, 
PTil you fell into better bread. 

Like Æſop's daw, you've turn'd your coat, 
Among the pigeons now you've got, 
Where you are well ſypply'd and fed 
By honeſt doves that are blind-led : 
But, dread the cheat may come to light, 
* blinded pigeons get their ſight; 

[Then you'll be ſtript of all that's good, 
[And ſent to ſtarve into the wood. 

Pan you afford us cheaper meal? 

Dr from the country drive the de'il? 

Then chain him faſt up with a bridle; 
And fo lay all our clergy idle? 

tan you make Whig and Tory ”gree, 
And beat the French by land and ſea ? 

an you from preſs-bands eaſe our fears, 
ecruit our fleets with volunteers! 

| you can all theſe things do well, 

[fone here more welcome than yourſeP ; 
ut if you cannot theſe effect, 

o England go and break your neck. 

o more your accent we admire, 

ſor yet your blazing zealous fire 

igh ſound for ſenfe no more we'll take, 
hough you ſhould cry till your heart ake. 
ith ſectaries you never join, 

at fly ly glean from all the coin; 

n inſtance of your ſordid view: 

is money, Mhite field, pleaſes you. 
3% | | 


F + 
1 


19 
Be not ſuch fools, my countrymen, 
Nor ſuffer rogues your coin to drain; 


Theſe foreign quacks are whillie-whaws, 
Keep your fiſh-guts to your ſea-maws. 


— —— —ö — 
A Deſcription of Notar Creeſh. _ 
To amend, not expoſe, is the bent of my mind, 


A reproof is quite loſt when ill. nature is join d. 
| SPECTATOR, 


F an E following lines, I do intend, 

Shall neither church nor ſtate offend ; 
But, on the contrair, hope they'll pleaſe 
Each honeſt reader who them fees. 

A ſordid miſer here ll dreſs, 
And ſqueeze his vice in printer's preſs. 
To laſh the vice, conceal the man, 
I ſhall endeavour all I can: 
Therefore P'll hide the real name, 
Perhaps the wretch I may reclaim; 
But if I don't, I, in lampoon, W 
Will ſcourge his vice thro? all the town: RP 
Yes, thro' the town, and country too, ; 
His character I will purſue ! 
Le ſcriblers of the better ſort, 
I hope you'll patronize me for't : 
For ilyly down the net is ſpread, 
To catch CLauDERo, if he tread 
A ſtep upon forbidden ground, 
Or write to common metre ſound : _ 
Therefore, with Hudibraſtic meaſure, 
I hope to ſhun their grand diſpleaſure. 
I never do intend a war | 
With pulpit, or town-council bar : 
Tho? not for love, yet ſure for fear, 
Theſe two wiſe poets will revere: . 
Neither of theſe dare to deride, 
Leſt you be term'd a ſuicide. 
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Therefore their awful hands Pll kiſs, 
Becauſe, forſooth, they're major vis. 
So, without making more ado, 

The miſer's vice I will purſue. 


A SSIST me, muſe, here to deſcribe 
A miſer of the notar tribe, 
Who does at ſeſſion time appear, 
Summer and winter ev'ry year, 
And thereby gather's meikle gear. | 
Near'BothwelE-Brig, where rebel Whigs 
Lay ſcatter'd up and down the rigs, 
This miſer was both born and bred, 
And with the herds was fed and clad: 
Sour-milk, green whey, and whangs of cheeſe, 
Did mightily this youngſter pleaſe ; | 
Milk-pottage, ſowens, and butter yellow, 
Did blow him up a ſtout big fellow. 
He did attend ſome country ſchools, 
Till he could rhime Deſpauter's rules; 
Next to the law he did apply, 
And learn'd ſome parts of notary, _ 
And for a notar he does paſs, - © 
Tho? ſome ſay he's a mighty aſs ; 
Yet in the country he's rever'd 
By every ruſtic and cock-laird, 
hom he doth treat with art and skill, 
ind lends them caſh on bond or bill: 
On intereſt his ſoul is bent, 
And never-ſleeping annual rent. 
Now I ſhall briefly ſhew you here 
hat ways he takes to gather gear : 
maxim in his head doth run, 
hat money ſav'd is money won; 
Maxim ſecundo hath this man, 
o cheat his belly if he can. "3. 0 
he Norland clerks, of thrifty fame, 1 
ompar'd with him are very lame; 
pon Scots pennies twice fifteen 
le din'd four clerks from Aberdeen - - 
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Four callour herring he did roſt, 
Which, with twb baps, did two-pence coſſ ; 
The baps he halv'd among the four, 
Which hunger: keen made them devour ; 
And then, for ſumming up the haill, 
He war'd a baubee upon kaill; _-.. 
The lads diff rift, and were right fain, 
All four were din'd like gentlemen. 
A watch this notar ne'er would wear, 
And herein does his thrift appear : 
Computing five pounds for a watch, 
Five ſhillings yearly this would catch; 
Repairs to ditto, half a'trown, 
Capital ſtock this would draw down ; 
Therefore he wiſely views the ſun, 
As fowlers eye the murd'ting gun. 
To preſs thro* Erouds he's not the fool, 
Becauſe his clothes might loſe the wool ; 
And for this reaſon home he lurches : 
On holidays from crowded churches. 
To ſtep a ditch he takes great care, 
Leſt he ſhould wrong his breeches there. 
85 ſtony road he's much afraid, 
Leſt his ſhoes ſuffet by the tread! 
Therefore they're made; for ſtrength and pithz 
By country futor and by ſmith ; 
Iron their heels and ſoles ſecures : 
No city ſhoes like them endures: 
is aged hat, eleven times dreſs'd, 
Upon his head with care is preſs'd ; 
Each time 'tis dreſs'd he does avow, 
It looks as well as when firſt new. 
Whene'er he drinks, 'tis with deſign 
That he may gratis ſip or dine; 
2 beft pleaſe him night and day, 
cauſe for thoſe there's nought to pay: 
His dinner once did ſix-pence coſt, 
Thich with vexation did him roſt ; 
e ſtarv'd himſelf a lang time after, 
Till he retriev'd this fad — 
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He often ſwears by his lov'd ſlore, 
He'll marry none till they firſt whore: 
By f----ng one, he ſays, hell know 
If formerly ſhe us'd to m; 
A ſkilful plan, he ſays, indeed, | 
To get his own wife's maiden-head! x 
But though he's. ſearch'd theſe twenty years 
For maiden-heads, yet none appears, 
| And therefore. he does fill remain 
A batch'lor, aged four times ten: 
| To thrifty whoring be's inclin'd, 
For luſt, as well as love, is blind; 
| Money by him is lov'd ſo well, 
| He'd hug PRosERPINA herſe]” 
| To get or fave the root of evil, 
| And make a cuckold of the devil. 
| One time, poor wrerch, it was his hap, 
| *Mong other things, to catch a clap : 
| This was to him a great vexation, 
Beſides a cuiied inflammation ;: _ 
The ſinful member did torment, 
| Which made him grin, curſe and relent ; 
His teſticles did likewiſe ſwell, 
And ſhankers made him roar and yell ; 
Great buboes did his groins adorn, | 
| Which pain'd him ſore both night and morn; 
A chordee too did him perplex, 
And an erection ſore him vex. 
For ſurgeon's art he did not care ; 
Fear'd for his pk, but pocket mair, 
| He made a- ſhift: to treat himſelf, 

And thereby ſav'd his darling pelf; 

Yet, after all, a gleet remains, 
| Which will abſorb his aged veins. 
He oft affects the debauchee, 
Thereby to hide his miſery, 
And horridly will ſwear and curſe, 
But very ſeldom draw his purſe. 
However, once he got a drub , 
From members of the corping club, 
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Where Map Tam rarely play'd his part, 
Which ſhew'd him maſter of his art; 
Made Notar Creeſh drunk like a beaſt, 
Then caus'd him pay dear for his feaſt ; 
Beſides his well-trimm'd coal-black hair 
Theſe drunken members did not ſpare; 
Like Samſon, robb'd him of his locks, 
To complicate their drunken jokes; 
Then ſent him off in porter's creel : 
And ſome ſay he deſerv'd it well 
But many men of ſober mood 
Did think this treatment ſomewhat rude. 
His mother dy'd, it vex'd him ſore, 
Cauſe ſtocking- xarn he'd get no more; 
To make up this, with thrift ſevere, 
No mournings for her he would wear, 
A borrow'd big-· coat wrapt him round 
»Till ſhe was laid below the ground: 
Into this town it is well known 
That a big-coat he ne'er had one; 
For in below the pillars glowr, 
- Yowll never miſs him in a ſhowr. 
Th' expenſive ſuit he has confin'd 
Into his trunk, diſturbs his mind; 
When at theſe clothes he takes a view, 
The ſweat upon him ſtands like dew, 
And is it not a noted knack 
That they ſhould ſweat him off his back? 
The breeches are of velvet ſcarce, 
So will not keek upon his arſe ; 
He hates the taylor as old nick, 
And ſwears he 2 the cloth a trick: 
Therefore, I advertiſmg, tell, 
Theſe breeches now he wants to ſell, 
To auction them has ſet a day, 
Whoe'er bids beſt bears them away. 

No heav'n, but wealth, this wretch does know, 
For riches he would dwell below: 
And, with content, at Pluto's ingle 
His pleaſant bags of money jingle, 
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2 t, to his torture *twill conduce, 


here his vaſt ſums have no produce; 
| | At which he'll grin, curſe, and relent, 
or loſs of his ſweet annual-rent ; 
ith tortures there each mĩſerꝰs 'cramm'd 
That makes them ſhock the very damn'd ! 
| Therefore, thou wretch, repent in time 
Of this thy miſerable crime; 
| Do deeds of charity, while here, 
| The goſpel this commandeth clear; 
Do not with uſury oppreſs 
Poor country lairds in their diſtreſs ; 
| Pay more reſpect to words and VOWS, 
Refund the heir of Summer-houſe, ' 
That GOD himſelf may bleſs thy ſtore, 
And grant thee his eternal glore. 
| According to the crambo wark 
Of the extem Dorary CLARK, 
The foreſaid lines are not a bauble, 
The miſer meant is — —; 
But, to avoid the fifca!'s leeſh; 
The miſer's name is Notar Creeſh ; 
More might be told, ſed hoc eff alis; ; 
If Creeſs recant, Pl print it gratis. | 


| 
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4 Hymn for the Thiſtle Lodge. 


Wrote on ſeeing the Copy of a certain Challenge. 


| 
W HY rage the heathen, 5) vain things 


Does Tam of Bedlam mind? 
For ſurely all the 25e Lodge 


. 


| Againſt him are combin'd,” 

Co plot againſt his mighty day, 
And to extirpate quite 
Mad Tam from their ſociety 

| Gives to them all delight, 


* — 
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He that Grand Maſter ſits does laugh, 
And the two Wardens jeer, Te 
The Lodge united join in ſcorn, 
Which has reach'd Mad Tam's ear; 
And now he ſwears a weighty ſword - 
He'll take into his hand; : 
Heads young and AULD he will ſheer off 
From the miſchievous band, 
Now therefore be admoniſhed, 
Join trembling with your mirth ; 
For Mad Tam is a Bedlamite 
Of fortune and of þirth, 


— — 


1 — 
On laying the Foundation Stone St. Ber- Uh 

nard's Mineral Well, 1 5th September, 1760, 
lately found out near Edinburgh. 1 


NO muſe I invoke to help out my ſong, 
The muſes all flutrer around in a throng; 
A theme ſo delightful with tranſport they view, 
And with their aſſiſtance my ſong I purſue. 
Great DRUMMOND improveth what nature doth ſend 
To country and city he's always a friend! 
Regardleſs of junto's, his lordſhip purſues 
The weal of the public-in all that he does; 
Unwearied he'ſtudies the good of the town, 
And ſucceſs his labours for ever muſt crown, 
Tho? oppoſed of late by Bedlamite Tom, 
Who neter could do good abroad nor at home 
And likewiſe by others of far better fame ; 
What views they had in it my muſe ſhall not name, 
With pity he ſaw the diſeas'd without aid, 
Ae ae do nothing unleſs they are paid) 
hen ſtraight thro? three kingdoms he ſent for ſupply, 
And rear'd up the ſtructure, call'd INFIRMARY, 
Where ev'ry diſeaſe that phyſicians can cure 
Is inſtantly heal'd, for the rich or the poor. 


we 
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When heav'n, propitious to grant his deſire 
| To th? utmoſt extent his heart could require, 
For the health of the poor ſent this ſanative well, 
| A blefling to all that around it do dwell, 
This Vater ſo healthful near Edinburgh doth riſe, 
Which not only Bath, but Moffat outvies. 
| Moſt diſcaſes of nature it quickly doth cure, 
| Except the diſeaſe that is got from a whore. 
It cleans the inteſtines, and appetite gives, 
| While morbific matter it quite away drives: 
| Its amazing effects cannot be ay, 
And drugs are quite uſeleſs where it is apply'd: 
So what doctors can't cure is done by this Spring, 
Referv'd till this year of great DRUM oNnD's reign. 
That as the foundation of one he did lay; | 
The other ſhould likewife be put in his way, 
| His pious endeavours to crown in his day. 


Perſevere ſtill, Great Sir! and be not diſmay'd,- 
Nor regard the harangues that againſt you are made. 
Mad Tom loud may rave; he may curle, he may ſwear, 
When with ſinful Marg'ret he's quaffing his beer, 

Cry out *gainſt your ſcheme for bringing in water, 
And get poſlies of ale-wivgs to join in his clatter : 

But the good of the city being your chief intent, 

And on ſchemes for the public your mind being bent, 
Deſpiſe the poor crew, go on with full ſpeed, 

And poſterity ſurely will bleſs you when dead. 


— — 


| 


The wonderful Adventures * heroic Atchieve- 
| ments of Mad Tom. 


HE dog-ſtar now rages, and Pedlum's broke out, 
The madmen all run thro? our ftreets with a ſhout: 
Tis full maon and full fea, full tide in their head, 
They threaten the poets, and fill them with dread! 
Ye muſes, be cautious what ſong ye inſpire; | 
But let it be ſomething with teeth and with fire: 
* | CLAUDERO 
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CLAUDERO, quite poor, — no poorer can be, 
Yet values not madmen of any degree. | 
Mad Tom, the moſt dreadful of all the mad crew, 
Has battled with drovers and butchers not few. 
Thro? all the Gra/s Market he hath rifked his ſkins 
Fought hoſtlers without doors, and ſtablers within. 
Sore beat, and fore, bruiſed, he's oftentimes been, 
And kicked, and cuffed, and ſent off with blue een: 
By experience taught, be now gives the blow 
(Like a traitor) behind, and knocks down the foe. 
A captain, fore. wounded, return'd from the war, i 
And ſupported by crutches, had many a ſcar, 
Fell in with Mad Tom, a quarrel enſu'd ; 
But Tom durſt not fight him; no, not for his blood. 
Right ſlyly Tom wateh'd, as he went to the door, bv 
And, ſnatching his crutch, threw him on the floor, | 
So mauld him, and bruis'd him, he left him for dead, 
Then ran, like a gentleman, home with full ſpeed. #| 
The length of my poem will not here admit x 
To tell more of his pranks, how many he's bit; 
I ſhall only relate what I ſuffer'd wytelf, 
Nor dread I his threats, although he has pelf. 
One time, when guite mad, he flipped his chain, 
And ran from his keeper, as far as the Dean, 
A /ober preceptor he met on the way, 
And murder'd the teacher, and thought it fine 
His deſtitute children he views without pain, 
Which inſpireth the poet to ſing in this ſtrain. 
My honeſt intention no critic will blame, 
When the cure of a madman is all that I aim. 
The Tarantula's bite our ſenſes diſarm; 
But ſtriking the fancy with mulic's ſoft charm 5 
The patient will dance himſelf quite out of breatnj, 
And thus he eſcapeth a Bedlamite's death: * 
If this hit Tom's fey. then _ may not I 
Sing him to his /enſes the very ſame way? 
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Nimrod, Sandy, aid Malcolm, in 7 kart for * 
| the Death of Whiſky Jean, Keeper of Nuns 


| rod's Coffee-houſe in Cumbernauld. 


you dratnmers all of Cumbernauld, 
Bewail the loſs you lately had, 
Jean Kirkwood's death; a mournful theme; 
[Her drams did often warm your wame. 
Burnt up with Whiſky was the wife, 
So went to drink the wells of life; 
And left her votaries; ane and a', 
[Without a gill to heat their maw⸗ 
Old Nimrod, now what will you do? 
For friends like Jean you'll find but few; 
31 drams you very oft did pree; 
ill ye cou'd neither hear nor ſee; 
[Her drams; Pve often heatd it ſaid, 
[Did make your-antient heart right glad: 
[For Yother gill ye was ay keen; 
And cry'd; My dear“ Melohin Jean. 
eoor Sandy too, ſworn to the ſtoup; 
Periſh'd.with Jean is a your hope; 
Right oft with Jean ye ſnuff'd and dramm'd; 
Fill your red noſe was all inflam'd. 
Jo more will Jean the whiſky fill, 
Jo more adminiſter the gill; 
Jo more will ſhe the ginger cake 
[\fter the dram unto you break. 
Malcolm Mitchell, o'er-whelm'd with grief, 
ling by your fiddle and your cliff, 
[To mare can the tun'd fiddle pleaſe, 
1 lor Mary's charms afford you eaſe. 
all other comforts are but vain, 
ill ye get penny gills again: 
Vith grief oppreſs'd, all three did cry, 
h! Jean, what ail'd you thus to die; ; 
_ | And 


| * Melokin is an Etſe Word uſed by old Nimrod when he hay . 
t in his cups. 


e 
d leave us three, while we were willing 
0 Tens on whiſky;ev'ry ſhilling? 
Jean's ghaſt made anſwet from a bade, 
With voice as fhrill,as a milk-maid, 
And cry'd; Old Nimrod, faſt prepare; 1 
For of my fate you'll thortly ſhare. -. 8 
The whiſky you ſup up ſo faſt iy 
Will ſurely prove your death at laſt; "i 
This much I was allow'd to tell, . [il 
So, deareſt Nimrod, long farewell. Wn 
Sandy and Malcolm in amaze . 100 
Fell on their face and ceas'd to gare: = 
Jean's ghoſt did through the æther glide; 1 
A train of light around it wide; | 
With * pinions quickly flew 1 
As ſwift as lightning from their view. = 
: 
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On Mr. Edward Joſſy, Writer in Edinburgh, 
who died on the memarable 10th Day of 
June 1758: wks; LPT 


Goo Edward J liv'd and dy'd 
An honeſt man of great content; 
Belov'd by all; even whigs themfelves 
 Revefe his name, his death lament. 
He hated much old CromwelPs fame, 
Grudg'd the Prince of Orange glory: 
Attached firmly to the ST UART 
Was a ſtanch and honeſt Tory. 
He hop'd to fee his King reſtor d, 
Anf 4 


honeſt men replac'd in ſtate: 
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In Hope he liv'd, in Hope he dy'd, 7 
And wiſh'd Alexis better fate. | 3 
Among the bleſt, his virtuous ſoul 
Will ſurely dwell for evermore; 
In heaven he'll join his lawful King, 
To praiſe the King «=p in glore. 
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| dar * 26 3 | 
| On the Report of the Death of John Macdebit, 
Paſtor of the Pariſh of 6 

| Ar your bands, ye people all | 

In Cumming fton who dwell x 
| Macdebit's ton whole holy tricks 
| Will fink his ſoul to- : 
þ No more will he your kirk profane, 


| Nor more with roguiſh cant, 


Deceive the poor enthuſiaſts 

| Of the church-militanr.. 

| From the original he 1: £50 

Wich ever-puzzling Greek ; 

| It edify'd believers much, 

To hear him learrdly ſpeak 

Pungent and cogent'arguments 

His doctrine did enforce; 

And very oft he climax ud 

h To ſcale heav'n's walls per force. > 
With Latin, Hebrew, Syriac, 

| And much /eholaſtic buff 

|| He ſpun out lectures tedious, 

While hearers took a ſnuff. 

Y Revenge, his noted character, 

His ſermons did compoſe : 

The ſacred text he till explain'@ 

To ſtrike againſt his foes, 

None of his Pariſh ever durſt. 

A facrament requeſt, _ 

Till they of mutton, bens, or ducks 
Sent him a handſome feaſt : | 

Some obſtinate indeed there were, 
Refus'd ſuch perquiſite, - 

Whoſe children unbaptiz'd remain, 
For be ing impolite: _ 

A practice ſtrange, yet very true, 
A ſcandal to the band, 

That Heatheniſm be allowed 
Withia a Chriſtian Land, 
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( 27 ) 


Men far women ripe enough, . - 


And women ripe for men, 
Deſirous much to be baptiz d, 

Unchriſten'd there remain. 
In holy things he always was 

A moſt myſterious quack: 
His ſeſſion too he flyly choſe, 


A moſt illit'rate | pry Fr 


Who to his will did ay conform, 
Not knowing his deſign. 

The poor he robbed many ways, 
Nor durſt they c'er repine. 


Collections, mgrt-cloth, and buttock-maill 


Voraciouſly he ſtole; 
Preſident, .clerk, and treas'rer was, 
None durſt his pow'r controul ; 
A quack in phylic too he was, 

And richie the people ſore ; 
Meg Low, and many more, can tell 
How he was paid therefor. 

His patientghe was wont to fright 
With death, judgment, and hell; 


Next he apply'd his ſpecific, 


And purg'd their purſes well. 
His tricks and quirks, too tedious, 
I cannot here relate . | 
He ſeem'd a faint, tho hypocrite, 
A villain conſummate. 


But, whileI wrote, there did arrive 


A polt with mighty ſpeed, 
Told me the rogue is ſtill alive, 
And not among the dead: 
The heavy news I did receive, 

Made me fling by my quill; 
My joy it into ſorrow turn d, 
I fat and wept my fill. 


Oh Cumming ſton! I cry'd aloud, 


May comfort come to thee, 


May heav'n thy ſorrows ſhortly end, 


From prieſtcraft er thee free. 
| "ir 
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* Elegy on Archibald Duke of Argyll, « wha 
died at London, 15th of Ap ril, 1761. i 


Solemn dirge, ye bag - pipes e 

Loet hills and dales refound the woe; 
E: Ye rocks, who guard the weſtern ſhore, n 
| Your potent Duke is now no more ; 8 4 
|} Snatch'd off by Death, when ripe in Years, F 
| His mem'ry claims his country's tears; 
A ſtateſman great, and good lixewiſe, 
Among th' unthinking dead paw lies. 
No more he'll ſcheme his country's well; % 
No more at court our plaints heill tell; 
No more he'll ſpend the ſilent night: 
To meditate his country's right : 
No more for Scotfmey helll provide; 
Nor by ſage counſel Britain guide; 1 
His politics, now at an end, „ 
No more his country gh defend, 0 
Let Argathelian ny 7 lament, 1 
— warlike ſwains s death relent. 
et all the num'rous martial clan 
Loudly r mourn the god-like man. 
WKintire, reſound the doleful tale, 
And winds, blow murnrring thro? the vale; 
Ker rivers, hills, and ſpacious plains, 

fiſt to echo dreary ſtrains. 
e muſes nine, aſſiſt the theme, 
Nas poets ſing this prince's fame: 
Free maſons too, of Britain's north, 
Necord Duke Arch'batd's taſte and worth: 
he Cot hie ſtructure, lately ſpir'd, 
Moſt juſtly is by all admir'd : 
His palace ſhines in Scotia's weſt, 
{And bears of maſonry the teſt. N 

When . and good men drop and die, 
Then ſorrow, with a mournful eye, 
In vain laments the nat'ral ſtat 
ö f patriot virtue and its date, 
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May heaven bis ſucceſſor inſpire 
_ virtue and with, martial fire : 2 
May proweſs guide his heart and cord, ＋ 
And _— wreathe the de os lord. 
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On 8 4 Scots F iddler in "lated cube. 9 
- Give Honor fo hon Honour i is due, Sacred Writ, 


- 02 - wd 


WE fddlers fo foppiſh, who peſter the town, - 
Your impudence ſhall be my ſong ; 1 EY 
Such blockheads in lace cauſe #þollo to frown, 

And the ladies to hiſs you along. 
Bow-hand, tune and time, perhaps you may claim, 
With ſonnets from Italy rare, 7 
While cat-gut you ſcrape, and talk of your fame, 
Believe you're diſdain'd by the fair. 

The lace and embroid' $4 ſo much do prize, 
With beaver and | ſupine, 

Your fopp'ry expoſes, while ladies deſpiſe 
To view any fiddler fo fine. 

Apply to your cliff for crotchet and brief, 

Not by dreſs on your ſcholars impoſe : 

For your taſſel, Maggibbon, of fiddlers the chief, 
If alive, would have twiſted your noſe. 

His merit conſpicuous thro? Britain did ſhine, 

(His collection yet ſpeaks for itſelf; ) 

No fribble was he, a true ſon of the Nine, 

And in plain ſimple dreſs he got pelf. - 

Void of ſenſe as of ſhame, with betters you vie, 
And think the deceit to conceal ; 

But if aught, ſave your crotchets, you offer to try, 
Lo! the ſecret you quickly reveal, 

Then throw by your tcappings, ye coxcombs fo rainy 
Be humble as rele ſhould be; ' 

The more you're bedaub'd, the more your ping: 11 
For ſtill you are fiddlers we fee. x 
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Your dreſs thus expos d, your muſic comes next, 
Which is underſtood but by few; 

Your Italian airs, fo wild anc perp lex'd, 
Are only for fribbles like you. | 


Give us then our own muſic, moſt juſt] PII 
To any you bring from abroad; a 


Or if ic is o_ = coxcombs deferrd, 
| You all ſhall be baniſh'd by mono 


N. B. This to be ſet to a Scots tune, 


—_— _ — — — . — 


The Hiftory of a Norland Barber ; being a 
Warning to all ſaucy Shavers, both in Town 


and Country, 


F ROM Scotie's north 2 puppy came, 
Excuſe the place and puppy's name; 

As authors differ ev'ry way, | 

His name's a ſecret to this day. 

Quite void of ſcience and of aq 

He wander'd to the ſouthern parts; 

T'avoid ſtarvation in the north, 

He took a boat and oroſs'd the "Forth, 

And ſoon in Ed'nburg did arrive, 

Where ſhaving trade he long did drive, 

The want of learning and of ſenſe 

He ſoon ſupply'd with impudence, 

And ev'ry p that he aroſe 

Caught viral hundreds by the noſe, 

On ſooty beards his razor ran, 

Till he became an expert man; 

Nor do you think I tell a jeſt, 

A carrot then he thought a feaſt. 

Bedaub'd with flour, pometum, greaſe, 

He'd carry wigs to whom you pleaſe 

Authors alledge too, by the bye, 

He told his patients many a lie ; 

Nor for detection was afraid, 


"+. 
This ſhaver ſmart as Mbumazor, 
Whoſe wit was gleg. as any razor, 
Both pleas'd his maſter.and the town, 
And ſoon became of great renown. 
His fame did reach a noble peer, 
Whom long he ſerv'd with love and fear 
Till ſuffocate with elevation, CEE 
He quite forgot his former ſtation 
Deſpis'd his fellows, and diſdain'd 
To eat what nobles entertain'd. 
Satan with pleaſure view'd the youth, 
Brim-full of pride, and void of truth : 
Quoth Belzebub, the grand deceiver, 
Pd quickly ſnatch this ſaucy ſhaver, 
But hell already is ſo cramm'd, 
Such multitudes of barbers damn'd, 
1 have of them now ſo great ſtore, 
I can't find blocks for any more. 
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Againſt low Dancing-Schools. 
Train up a Child in the Way he ſhould go, K.. 


THAT dancing e'er ſhould be a trade, 
And vagrants thereby gain their bread ; 

Or that mere fops, by jigs and reels, 

Should make eſtates by nimble heels ; 

While not one grain of wit or ſenſe 

They to their ſcholars can diſpenſe; 

Is matter of aſtoniſhment, . | 

And view'd with utmoſt diſcontent : 

Sa, reader, liſten to my muſe, 

I mean to cure this groſs abuſe. 
Good-breeding, early, I approve, - 

And that both ſexes graceful move: 

To drop à curt'ſey, make a bow, 

Is ſomewhat neceſſary too; 
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But let kind nature do her worx 

| With either Chriſtian, Jew, or Turk; 

1 will be bound they far ontftrip 

' Thoſe who by ſcience aut ward ſcip: 
| Obſerve the native Highlandman; 
By nature taught, how well he can; 
With air genteel and breeding fine, 
Beyond all ſchool-bred dancers ſhine ; 
His lively eaper without ſchool, - 
Beats all who move by art or rule; 
And his addreſs does better pleaſe, - 

| Becauſe it comes with grace and eaſe. 
| Yet after all, if you perſiſt - 

My honeſt coutiſel to refiſt; 

I pray that youth of ev'ry ſtation. 

May go to ſchools of reputation; 
But as your childretis good you tender 
(Either male or female-gender)- 
My ſentiments I do impart, 

avoid a broken heart; 

Beware of low profeſſors art; 

Or elſe your error you may fee. - 

When it cannot recover'd be: 

| You here may aſk the reaſon why. 

*Gainft-danciny-fchools I thus inveigh? 
Allow me then, Ill plainly tell, 
The lou ones nuts*ries are for hell; 

As by the foltowing truths appear, 
Which very lately happen'd here. 

| A lovely youth, to virtue bred; 

To Ed'nburgh ſent to get a trade; 
That, by induſtry, he might learn 

In future life his bread to earn; 
Fatal for him, was drawn awiy _ 
(With lateſt breath he curſt the day) 

To one of theſe low dancing ſchools; 


% 


Amongſt a pack of idle fools; 

Where the profeſſor of the art. 
With dreſs and capers charm'd his heart. 
And, as the youth was proper tool, 
He ſoon decoy'd him to his ſchool 


I 


e 

Th' unthinking lad, chus made his prize; 
All friendly counſel did deſpiſe; 

He curs'd his maſter and his trade, 

And day and night away was led 

With company debauch'd and rule, 
And danc'd with rogues and harlots lewd: 
His money waſted in ſhort ſpace 
Amongſt the worthleſs female race. 

And to ſupport extravagance, 


Dreſs, drink, and whore, and eke the dance; 


He practis'd many a wicked trick, 
And e'en at laſt began to pick; 
*Till, in the end, it was his hap 
To catch a ſad and mortal clap; 
No medicine his life could fave, 
He lotheſome dropt into his grave. 
But oh! when near the gates of death; 
He cry'd aloud, with parting breath, _ _ 
This dancirig-ſchool had been the cauſe 
Of his tranſgreſſing virtue's laws; 
Begging both ſexes to beware; 
And to avoid this fatal ſnare: 
His parents pardon he did crave,  _ 
And pray'd that God his ſoul might ſave; 
Then, *midſt the tears of all around, 
Hie dy'd a penitent proforiid. 

Who can his parents ſorrow paint, 
Altho' *tis hop'd he dy'd a faint? 
Their aged hearts with grief did bleed, 
They ſoon were number'd mongſt the dead: 
Say, after this, am I to blame, 
Thus to expoſe low dancers game? 
Nay, ſurely, you'll be of opinion, 
That magiftrates; who have dominion, 
Should ufe their pow'r to rid the town 
Of dancers void of good renown ; 
And as we are at odds with France, 
Send them to learn the warlike dance. 
The manly do&rine of defence, : 
Is well worth young mens _ and pence: 
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Ye Britiſh youths, to that repair, 

And learn the warlike ſcience there. 

Be taught with ſkill the ſword to wield, 
| And ornament you for the field: 

But baniſh dancing from our arts, 

| To France and other ſouthern parts. 

| Let Britain's ſons be heroes all, 

And eyry dancer be a Gaul. 


| 


To the Pye-baxters. 


YE-BAXTERS all, come hear my theme: 

I ſing a truth, conceal a name: 

From truth my ſong ſhall never vary, 

| Tho' I was Taylor” s ſecretary; 

And in that poſt, I tell no fiction, 

| Fwrote damn'd lies from Taylor's diction.— 

| Stung with remorſe, I ſcorn'd his gold; 

| Refus'd my country to blindfold. 

The quack, enrag'd with much vexation, 

Knew well the fate of his oration, 

| Which he aver'd was made at Rome, 

| Tho? forg'd by him and me at home. 

A luſcious piece of ſcand'lous praiſe, 

| Among the mob his fame to raile. 

| But let the quack diſſect the eye, 

And blindfold all who do apply: 

Let him impoſe on blind folks purſes, 

And cut their eyes, and get. their curſes ; 

Boaſt loud of cures perform'd. abroad, 

| And call himſelf a demi-god. 

Our faculty of ſkill'd phyſicians 

| Think him unworthy of a licence; 

| And by them all 'tis underſtood 

He does more harm than he does good. 
Here ſtop, my muſe ; a Pye comes next, 

I had almoſt forgot my text. 


1 
King Pharaoh's baker ſtiff was kill'd, 
For baking pyes far better fill'd: 
Th' Egyptian bakers after him 
Did cram their pyes from ſole to brim ; 
Warn'd by this baker's dreadful fate, 
They firſt got ſcales and weigh'd their meat; 
Then Jacob's ſons for many a day 
Did eat gaod pyes, as authors ſay : 
But in our country, far remote, 
Th' example's read, but quite forgot: 
Nor lectures from the pulpit can, 
So well as ropes reform a man. 
Our Cowgate Council paunches eat; 
In them they lee there is no cheat : 
But fill your paſte, increaſe the ſize, 
They'll leave the paunches, and take pyes. 
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To the Coal- drivers, and the Retailers of 
Coals about Edinburgh. 


HAL. kindly warmth, and joyful May; 
Welcome Phe&buY genial ray: 

To nipping froſts we bid adieu, 

And coalmens rogueries not a few. 

Now ſummer ſmiles o'er hill and dale, 

And fragrance flows from ev'ry vale : 

All nature, chearful, glads the heart 

Of thoſe who ſuffer'd winter's ſmart. 

The buſy bee at large now roves, 

And ſips the ſweet from flow'ry groves 

*Gainſt winter to preſerve their lives, 

By inſtin& taught, they ſtore their hives : 

A leſſon to mankind they read, 

To buy their coals before they need. 

*Tis coals I ſing, black is the theme! 
And *twill redound to coalmens ſhame. 
Coal-ſtorers, liſten to my mule, | 
And porters too, pray don't refuſe : 
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Jo read my lays, and them apply, 
To do as you would be done by.“ 
This golden rule, quite ſhort and plain, 
| Gives neither mind; nor mem'ry pain; 
By this, if men would ſquare their lives, 
Nor do I here ſeclude their wives) 
All would be well, and man would be 
An emblem of divinity. © ' © 
But ſordid wretches, who attain 
| To riches by oppreſſive gain, 
Are to their country round a' curſe, 
And ought to hang like a cut - purſe. 
Coal Johnnie, void of all remorſe, 
But differs little from his horſe: 
| Yet ſkilld in every art to cheat, 
Can mag tlie coals with nice deceit. 
His honeſt pownie Yother day 
Did bluſh to bear the load away: 
And, in horſe language, plainly ſaid, 
His maſter drove a knaviſh trade. 
But Johnie urg'd in his defence, 
| 'That winter was the time for pence; 
[| While citizens did ſtarve with cold, 
And coals muſt have for any gold. 
I ̃ be honeſt beaſt did make reply, 
And ſaid, Dear John, the poor mult buy 
At rates exorbitantly dear, | 
More than their incomes well can ſpare, 
While at the hill you pay no more 
Than uſual in the days of yore. 
To conſcience pownie did appeal: 
But John enraged at this tale, 

Did laſh the beaſt with whip in hand, 
| And then enjoin'd this ſtrict command ; 
| Tf ever more [ hear you tell 
How coals are bought, and how they ſell, 
O'er yonder glen PI break your neck: 
It ſets you ill me to direct, | 
Or talk of conſcience ta coal John, 
Within whoſe breaſt there ne'er was one, 
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Though dear I ſold laſt day in town. 
Yet a foreſtaller won a crown x 
- Upon a cart, and porters wait 
Fer day for us at Briſto gate: 
Lo cheat the city is their gain, 
And yet they're called honeſt men. 
But magiſtrates,---woe worth the chance! 
Of our ſnug trade takes cognizance ; 
Reviews the weights o'er all the town, 
And has detected many a lown, | 
Whoſe hundred weights were made of ſtone, 
And juſt ones ſcarcely there was none. 
Then ſpoke the horſe in humble tone, 
With great ſubmiſſion, unto Zohn, 
And ſaid, Dear Sir, I'm always willing 
To trudge the road for Yother ſhilling ; 
Nor will I ever more preſume 
To give advice unto my groom : 
Yet after I am dead and gone, 
There will be news of you, coal John, 
From villainy yowll never ſtop, 
Till you are choaked in a rope. 
And if retailers get their due, 
The knaviſh ones ſhould hang with you. 
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On Mr. R W———'; Marriage wil 
| Miſs R——. | 


\ HEN haughty France to honour blind, 
In war did undertake, 
Fair Albion's Sons with chains to bind, 
And daughters captives make. 


From never- conquer'd Caledon, 
Where bold invaders lie, 
$axons and Danes, both fire and ſon, 
Who dar'd their liberty. 


( 38 ) 
| A youth, to arms and virtue bred, 
| Ruſh'd forth in hoſtile war; 
| Where Mars with laurels crown'd his head 
In bloody fields afar. 


| Then wreath'd with conqueſt and renown, 
| Peace ſheath'd the fatal ſword, 
When haughty Gauls were forc'd to own 

| Great GEORGE our King, their Lord. 


| | With glory, honour, manhood join'd, 
He reach'd the Britiſh ſhore, 

| And left the ſavage lands behind, 
| Where cannons wont to roar. 


| Upon the pleaſant banks of Thames, 
He ſpy'd a virgin fair, 
The lovelieſt of the lovely dames, 
A nymph without compare. 


| Her looks were ſweet as bluſh of May, 
| The graces round her twine ; 
Her eyes, more bright than Phoebus ray, 
f Expreſs'd her ſoul divine. 
[ 
l 
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The ſwain his flame did ſoon reveal, 
In terms of manly truth ; 
Her love the nymph did not conceal, 
| Who could refuſe the youth ? 


Then Hymen bid, the nuptial kiſs, 
| For heav'n their ſouls had join'd ; 
And to complete their future bliſs, 
The virtnes all combin'd. 


Hail wedded love! Hail happy pair! 
May heav'n your days prolong ; 
From ev'ry ill defend the fair, 
The youth from. ev'ry wrong. 


May fixed rocks forlake their place, 
The lofty mountains move, 

To ebb and flow let ocean ceaſe, 
Before you ceale to love. 
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On two YounG LADIES, S fers. 
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IN praiſe of Poll and lovely Bell, 
Ye Muſes Nine conſpire, 

To let me quaff Parnaſſus? well, 
And feel poetic fire. 


Sure, goodneſs, virtue, beauty, wit, 
Adorns each charming maid ; 
Apollo then, the lyre come hit, 
Ye gods, fly to my aid. 


What theme ſo ſweet, religion tell, 
As modeſty divine? 

The graces that ſhine forth in Bell 
Thrice happy Poll, are thine. 


Their minds replete with leſſons pure, 
By a maternal care; 

Examples too, do rivet ſure, 
Her precepts debonagr. 


Their minutes ſweet, induſtry claims, 
Sloth hated flies away ; 

Let future annals tell their names, 
When virtue's in decay. 


Becoming fries, 'teſerve polite, 
Shield and protect their breaſt; 

None but the youth with honour freight, 
Can by them be careſs'd. 


Hence rude aſſailant, virtue's foe, 
Where modeſty abounds: 

Ye agents of the fair ſex woe, 
Touch not theſe ſacred grounds. 


Ye beauties fair, who Britain grace, 
This wholeſome counſel take, 

Eſteem the manly chaſte embrace, 
Deſpiſe the ſordid rake. 
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An Excerpt from J anus. A Character: 
| | 
(ONE day, at tea; in Ednburgh town, 
Wich ladies fat a rev'rend clown; 
And being on a merry pin, 
They plucked Janus wig behind; 
One threw it into Yother's lap; 
And round the table made it pap, 
dhus indulg'd them in this game, 
N Till he begun to feel a flame: 
is carnal member ſtood erect, 
Nor did the ladies qught ſuſpect: : 
One hid the wig beneath her chair; 
And Janus run to ſearch it there; 
But by miſtake, I do ſuppoſe; 
He thruſt his hand below her cloaths 
[Then cry'd aloud; the wig is there, 
For, madam, I feel human hair : 
The lady ſqueak'd like any pig, 
Let go my C „and there's your wig: 
The other ladies quickly fled; 
Then Fanus — 4. — on the bed. 
Excuſe me further to relate 
Ehe manner how they copulate. 
\ ſtory oft I've heatd of old, | 
| That naked truths ſhould not be told; 
Nor poets modeſt ears affront, 
With ſinging ſtories of a 0; 
80 ſtop, my muſe, or ſuffer blame; 
For giving carnal things a name; 
And next relate a aa ths ſtory, 
The downright truth, no allegory. 
The pregnant laſs began to ſwell, 
Which did not pleaſe his reverence well ; 
Nor could he by profoundeſt thinking, 
Preſerve his character from ſinking. 
Alas ! ſaid he, I'm fleſh and blood, 
Or ſure my member ne'er had ſtood: 
| - 
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Woes me! he cry'd, I envy thoſe, 
Who ramble till they loſe their noſe, 
While, I who love the trade as well, 
My inclinations muſt conceal. 
O! happy he, who like a bull, 
Can humour nature when he will; 
While I, a poor affected faint, 
Dare ſcarcely look at what I want ; 
And yet, as theirs, my inclination 
Is ſtrongly bent on copulation. 
Curs'd be the day I quit the * pen, 
Such ſcandal could not hurt me then: 
Then! then I often play'd at hunts-up, 
And turn'd the buxom laſſes Cs up. 
The ſin I don't at all regard, | 
If my Whig-Charatter were ſpar'd; 
I evry night cou'd do the fame, 
For much I love the pleaſant game. 
Woes me! he cry'd, with heavy cheer, 
I'll loſe my licence now I fear. 
But now a thought runs in my head, 
That Ill blame / -- r for the deed; 
He is my friend, and rev'rend brother, 
And loves the game as wells another; 
His rev'rence too muſt have a jot, 
Above the fetus I have got. 
The thought is great. ſhall deny 
And bake up /r in the pye; 
His int'reſt, with the brethren great, 
May ferve to flur the foul debate. 


F 


+ Janus was bred to the law in Edinburgh, but afterwards, to 
great Mortiſi cation, ſtudied divinity, and commenc'd Clergy: 
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ALL x the WRONG. 
Tune of, He ran, and they ran awa' Man. 
| | [DIRE ſedition did fly from Belzebub's eye, 
| On ſtateſmen it firſt laid its paw man; 


1 The devil ſmote Pit and the 7 emiple with it, 
| The infection ſoqn overſpread a' man. 


[Then grazing began, from Beerſheba to Dan, 
Prime miniſters faſt ran awa' man, , 

| Wilkes and Churchill did ſcold like ach- wives of old, 
| And the devil laid hold of them a' man. 


Next to Britain's fair North, in a town by the Forth, 
| Where there is baith Goſpel and Law man, 
The plague is broke out, and made a damn'd rout, 
No doctor could cure it at a' man. 


The firſt thing it ſmote, was Vocd by a vote, 
Which threaten'd great havoek to a' man; 

Il hen his laurels they fell, the imps gave a yell, 

| His devilſhip loudly did craw man. 

Two conveeners alake! But one chain for a neck, 
Such confuſion did on our trades fa“ man; 

he men are quite goad, both Lind/ay and Wood, 

& Tho? we have no occaſion for twa? man. 


7 he Free Maſons too, let fame be their dye, 
Have more deacons than ane to their fa“ man; 
WT ho' the plumber of lead may lerve them indeed, 
| He'll take no bribe multure at a' man. 


e's juſt and ſincere, belov'd ev'ry where; 
Of Potty Pll ſay nought at a' man, 

est I ſhould tranſgreſs, by making him leſs, 
| Which is not my intention at a' man. 


—— — 


May plenty and peace Edina increaſe, 

| And malecontents all ſtand in awe man; 
Hay trade flouriſh here, and buildings appear, 
| Baith regular, uſeful and braw man. 

| Here's 
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Here's a health to my Lord, may his cotmcif accord, 
And faction's bafe tools get a fa” man; 
May works of renown, his labours ftifl crown, 
And Parſons preach peace to us a? man. 


Thoꝰ they're humbled to duſt, *cauſe. Dryſdaie the ju 
Conſulted them not with his Ca man; | 
Yet the magiſtrates here, the patronage bear, 
And beggars muſt not chuſe at a. man. 


Let the devil go home, for why ſhould he roam 
In a climate that's baith cauld and raw man; 

He was deſtin'd at firſt, to be laſtingly curſt, 
Not here to play at the foot ba- man. 


But if he won't ſteer, let our clergy appear, 
That can raiſe him, and lay him an' a' man; | 

Their troops will ſurround, and drive below ground, | 
Old Lucifer blamed for a' man. | 


* Fn 1 2 _ 


Claudero's Farewell'to the Muſes and Auld- ff 
Reikie. Pol 


ELLUC1D ale us'd to inſpire 
The Britiſh bards with poets fire, 
By taxes now reduc'd ſo weak, 
Can hardly prompt my muſe to ſqueak: 
So CLAUD at laſt hath wiſely: choſe 
To drop his verſe for humble proſe: 
No more he'll foibles ſtigmatize, 
Rogue, whore or madmen ſatirize. 
To mad Fack too he bids adieu: 
His frolicks now he may purſue; 
Brandiſh his cudgel, ſhake his chain, 
And fill the town with dread domain: 
No more CLAUDERO will gainſay: 
He ſafely now may act his play; 
Reſume his wonted courſe of life, 
To vex his children and * wife; 
2 
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rom ſatire free, the wicked loun 
May play his old game thro? the town: 
Debauching, corping, beating down. 
To ſhun the fate of Pennecuik, 
Who ſtarving died in turnpike-nuik, 
Tho' ſweet he ſung with wit and ſenſe, 
e, like poor CLAUD, was ſhort of pence) 
Pl change my manner with the clime, 
And never more be heard to rhime. 
| For paſtime oft'ner than for pelf 
ve crambo'd jokes and hurt myſelf, 
And, for diverſion to the mob, 
lodg'd {ix weeks with Captain Rob, 
Vhoſe uſage good forbids me fear 
o be his gueſt all round the year; 
or while the ſtormy winds did blow, 
ccompany'd with hail and ſnow, 
anchor'd ſnugly in his ark, 
here dunning creditors ne'er bark; 
here pity'd men by ſea and land, 
pos'd to ſtorms and dang'rous ſand, 
nd thought myſelf more happy far 
han thoſe engag'd in German war. 
t hail to Armſtrong and to Hay, 
ho kindneſs to me did diſplay, 
nd did ſuſpend the ſentence odd, 
br which I'm ever at their nod: 
rong may their arms for ever be, 
o bind madmen, ſet pris'ners free: 
to my lateſt breath and day 
y grateful thanks to them I'll pay. 
t here theſe thanks I might have ſpar'd 
r virtue hath its own reward. 
Hail, glorious Juſtice! hail, O Judge ! 
Ly pow'r with good men always lodge, 
d may madmen of each degree 
ow wiſer, Tam, than thee or me. 
No more town fool, no more, I ſwear, 
write to grate a madman's car; 


No 


. 
| 
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No more the laugh I will afford, 
That does not clothe my back and board. 
Let puny ſcribblers fill my place, 
But ſink their rhyme in deep diſgrace, 
With fun'ral dirge on the deceaſt, 
Void or of grammar, verſe or taſte ; 
The printer does not mend the matter, 
Becauſe, poor man, he knows no better, 
But ſends his hawkers out aloud, 
Deceives the town, and ſwears 'tis CLAup. 
Let candid critics me excuſe, 
Diſtinguiſh well CLauDERo's muſe, - 5 
And vindicate this groſs abuſe. 
For ever thrive, illuſtrious town! 
And Scotia's kingdom all around, 
May peace and freedom always grace, 
And plenty bleſs the Scottiſh race. 
Thus ſpoke my mule, and off the flew, 
And bade Auld-Reikie long Adieu. 


CLAUDER O. 


mn. 


A LETTER t-to Mr. Wilkes. 


AS an almanack-maker, who watches the motions of 
the ſtars, to prognoſticate what they may portend 

to this ſublunary world ; fo, Sir, have I viewed your 
numerous ſcurrilities, dirty abuſe and contempt, be- 
ſtowed, in all the flowers and tropes of Billingſgate, up- 
on Scotſmen and their country; and, if I am not de- 
ceived, I ſee a halter in your fate, as a juſt reward of 
the villainous and baſe character fo liberally given by 
you to a brave and peaceable people ; a people who 
have hitherto preſerved their independency, and who 
were worthy of being matched to the Engliſh by a more 
honourable union ; a people who undauntedly go hand 
in hand with the Engliſh, through all the horrors of 
war, to victory; a people loyal to their king, zealous ' } 
of 
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of their honour, and whofe motto, © Nemo me impu- 
* ne laceſlit,” is a juſt indication of their temper and 
ſpirit. Know, Sir, that the Thiſtle, which is our em- 
blem, has choaked many thouſands of thoſe who at- 
tempted to uſurp our liberties ; and our country, tho? 
| reputed barren, has been often made fertile with the 
carcaſes of Engliſhmen, and the lordly Danes, your 
| conquerors. ——Pray, Sir, what injury have we done 
| you? We love and eſteem Engliſhmen as our breehren, 
| Britons, and fellow ſubje cts.— We gave you a King, 
| and were even ſo courteous as to allow London to be 
| the ſcat of empire. We look upon ourſelves now to 
be Britons, and throw away the diſtinction of Scots 
and Engliſh, in conſequence of the union, now think- 
ing ourſelves one people. And ſure there can be no 
great difference *twixt a Briton on the ſouth, and one 
on the north of the Tweed, more than on any other 
river or boundary in Britain; for there are good and 
bad men on both ſides. And when there is a General 
that abdicates his army; an Admiral a coward; or a 
ſtateſman a knave; we are content they ſhould be 
hanged, whatever ſide of the Tweed may claim their 
birth; but IL dare ſay, Sir, ſeandatons as you are, that 
you cannot impeach us with producing any of theſe 
threc, all laſt war; though, if we had, the whole coun- 
try ought not to be branded with infamy for the faults 
of a few. p 

Pray, Sir, why do you twit us with oat-meal and brim- 
ſtone? we eſteem both as a very great bleſſing, eſpecial- 
ly the firſt, as we depend chiefly upon it for a part of 
our food; and none but a wretch, wicked as yourſelf, 
would deſpiſe the mercies of heaven to men, for when 
there is a ſearcity, of corn in our country, we feel the 
fad eſſects of it, as much as your canine paunch would, 
if we with- held our black cattle, which we yearly ſend, 
in thouſands, to pamper your luxury. As to ſulphur, 
it is indeed a ſpecific for the itch, it alſo ſerves many 
other valuable purpoſes, and I make no doubt, but it 
will cure an Engliſhman as readily as a- Scotſman, if 
either of them were infected with it, though, indeed, I 

10 . believe, 
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believe, it would not anſwer ſo well when applied to a 
leper : however, the fumes of it are ſaid to be very. | 
nauſeous to raſcals in the other world; which may, 
perhaps, account for your averfion to it. | 
Sure, Sir, the ſenſible part of your countrymen are | 
affronted at your performances, ſtuffed with bitter in- 
vectives and railleries, more ſuitable for a fiſh-wife | 
than a member of parliament, and I am of opinion, | 
they think themſelves very little honoured by, or ob- 
liged to you, for reviving a diſtinction that was, hap- 
pily for both kingdoms, aſleep. *' | 
I have ſeen a print of you here, holding up a ca} 
with the word LIBERTY upon it, and a Devil, { 
your familiar, prompting your North Britons into your | 
ear. The device, I think, is really a juſt and a ve 
retty one; only that you are a moſt ſhocking dog to | 
look at, and ought not to be expoſed to pregnant wo- 
mens view, as they are in uſe, like Laban's cattle, to 
copy what ſtrikes their fancy. Your face is the indica- 
tion of a very bad ſoul, and any the leaſt judge of phy- 
ſiognomy may ſee you a ſcoundrel at firſt view; and 1 
would really have ſome charity for your lady, even if 
ſhe was to prefer the embraces of her footman to thoſe 
8 one champion for Liberty, in order to rectify the 
reed. 
You have, under the mafk of Liberty, endeavoured 
to trample upon royalty, and to affront one of the moſt 
glorious monarchs that ever graced the Britiſh throne; 
the father of his people, and an ornament to human na- 
ture, and, like the rebel Cromwell, who carrying bibles 
in his colours, under a pretence of religion and liberty, 
ſtained his country with the blood of the royal martyr 
Charles the Firſt. Sir, there is ſo great a ſimilarity be- 
twixt you and that ufurper, that I cannot help think- 
ing your aims are-equally wicked. Cromwell was a 
brewer and diſtifler ; you are ſo too. And I ſuppoſe it 
was greatly owing to the diffuſion of gin among the 
freeholders of A=— that you was voted mem- 
ber of that honourable houſe, to which you are a ſtain, 
and from which I am pretty certain you will ſoon be 
— 6 47 - . diſgracefully 
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diſgracefully extruded, as the juſt demerit of your au- 
dacious ſcurrilities. Your TEMPLE can be no ſanctu- 
ary, nor will your P1T be able to conceal you. 

Where was the great Colonel Wilkes, the aſſertar 
of Britiſh liberty, a few years ago, when four thouſand 
Scots, ill armed, without diſcipline, and wanting offi- 
cers of experience, made Old-England ſhake to the 
centre? Did he, at that time, offer his ſervice to his 
king or country ? No. He kept at home, to diſpoſe of 
his father's gin and grain. 
To conclude, Sir, As you have been guilty of per- 
verting the minds of the people from their duty, you 
| ought honeſtly to acknowledge the motives that in- 
| duced you to it, and expoſe your prompters, authors, 
and abettors. Pray the forgiveneſs of God, your So- 

vereign, and an injured Nation. And as nothing but a 

fair recantation can intitle you to pardon, diſcharge 

the demon from your ear that dictated your North- 

Britons, and make what other amends may be in your I. 

Power, and, in ſo doing, you will ſhow yourſelf yet 

an honeſt man, © the nobleſt work of God.” I am, 

| Sir, one who deſpiſes a raſcal, whether he be a North 

| 
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or a South Briton, 
PHIL O-BRITANNICUS. 


— — 
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| An Elegy on the Right Honourable Charles 
”S | 
Earl of Traquair, who died the 24th of 
April 1764. < 


| 
| YE Fates, who cut poor mortals down, 
Nor ſpare the mitre, or the crown; 

| Indulge me here, in ſtrains ſincere, 
To mourn the death of Great Traquair. 
Allow me too, with love and fear, 

| To drop a ſympathetic tear. 

His ſacred life and memo 


Deſerves the higheſt Elegy: 
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While I attempt the pious taſk, 
I muſt, at ſame time, pardon aſk, 
For ſoaring thus above my ſphere, 
Like Dedalus, into the air, 

Ye Nine, my numbers then attend; 
And guard my verſe, leſt it offend: 
The ſubject here is far too grand 
For humble Muſe to take in hand; 
And might employ the lofty quill 


Of Pope, who ſung both ſmooth and ſhrill: 


But, as I wiſh to do my beſt, 
Let critics huſh, and be at reſt. 

Ye vocal hills around Traquair, \ 
With mournful echoes pierce the air: 
Let verdure now the Buſh forſake, 

And nymphs and ſwains juſt grief partake : 
Let flow'rs and lillies hide their head, 
Who flouriſh'd on the banks of Tweed ; 
And ev'ry valley loud repeat, 

The doleful accents round his ſeat. 

Let widows too and orphans mourn, 

And pay a tribute at his urn. 

The Benefactor of the poor, 

Who cloath'd and fed them at his door. 
The Good, the Great, the Meek, the Juſt, 
Your potent Lord reverts to duſt. 

True piety his ſoul inſpir'd, 

And charity his bofom fir'd : 

Both debonair and ſweet withal ; 

He never bow'd the knee to Baal ; 

Nor worſhip'd e'er the Golden Beaſt, 

Th? abomination of his breaſt ; 

While hypocrites did kiſs its paw, 

And cringing at its feet did fa'. 

O! ev'ry faithful martial clan, 

Loud, loudly mourn the God-like Man, 
Whoſe loyal ſoul is now in glore, 

To praiſe Jehovah evermore. 

May Heav'n his Succeſſor infpire 
With all the virtues of his / an 
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And to ſum up our wiſhes brief, 1 
May laurels wreathe Britannia's Chief. 


On the Pollution of St. Leonard's Hill, a 
conſecrated and antient Burial-place near 
Edinburgh. : _ | 


YE tuneful Nine, in ſtrains divine, 
Employ your utmoſt ſkill, 
And echoes round, loud, loud rebound, 
To ling St. Leonard's Hill 


The portals great, like princely ſtate, 
Rear'd by the. goſpel ſhrill, 

Adorns its top, and vies Lord Hope, 1 

| Upon St. Leonard's Hill. - 5 - TW 


The High Prieſt there, with art and care, 
| Hath purg'd with gard'ners ſkill, 

And trench'd out bones, of Adam's ſons, 

| Repos'd in Leonard's Hill. 


Th' impious deed inverts his Creed, 
| And Saints with horror fill, | 
No trumpet laſt, with Angel's blaſt, Ges 4 3 
Hath rear'd St. Leonard's Hill. | 


Graves of the dead, thrown up with ſpade, 
Where long they. flept full ſtill, 

And turnips grow, from human pow, 
Upon St. Leonard's Hill. 


The devil ſure, did them allure, 
And grant them hell's protection, 
Or they'd been curſt, before they durſt 

Begin the reſurrection. 


CF 


An Alarm to the Meal mongers and Corn-ſellers 


in Scotland. 


E mealy-mouth'd mobbers, attend to my ſong, 
Whole plunder brings plenty of bleſſings along. 
No goſpel or law ſtarv'd people regard, 
For hunger thro? ſtone-walls a way hath prepar'd. 

The bounteous crop that late grac'd each plain, 

By Foreſtallers, damn'd raſcals, the worſt of all men, 
Is ſeizd ev'ry boll, not one peck to be found, | 
Till their profits are rais'd to ten ſhillings per pound. 
With luxury pamper'd the meal-mongers ride; 

Their profits are huge and their conſciences wide; 
The cry of the orphan no pity can draw, 

Nor the gulph of damnation keep villains in awe. 

To ſtarve a whole kingdom in midſt of great ſtore, 
Is what they now do, and have oft done before; 
With ſpecious pretences they cover their fraud, 

To famiſh a country make poets run mad; 

Heav'n thus long provok'd, will vengeance pour down, 
Upon {ſhall I name them) the rogues of our town; 
For with-holding its bleſſings on mankind to flow, 
And abuſing the plenty which God did beſtow. 

Ye tradeſmen enraged, who ventur'd your lives, 

For meat to your children and your loving wives ; 
Reſtrain now your paſſion, let good laws take place, 
For mobbing, tho? uſeful, is but a diſgrace. 

O cheaters, take warning by John Muat's fate! 
Hear the whiſpers of conſcience before *tis too late. 
For wealth gain'd by wickedneſs, vengeance will bring, 


— 


Your gold will be uſeleſs, when your neck's in a ſtring. 


Nor would I inſure you; for all your fine duſt, 

For if you perſiſt in a trade that's unjuſt, - 

The needy will curſe you, your Maker will frown, 

Your mem'ry will ſtink, and your foul it will drown. 
At Leith, too, thou villain, repent and give o'er, 

Conſider what crime 'tis the poor to deyour ; : 
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| The grand royal ſage, who rul'd in the caſt, 
| Says with-holders of corn will be damned at leaſt, 


Medina the painter, for a firlot of meal, 


| Will lend thee his bible, this truth ro reveal ; 


Or if he refuſe thee, Claudero himſel 


| Will lend thee his ſcripture to ſave thee from hell. 
| This wholeſome advice I beg you'll attend, 


For better late thrive than never to mend: 


Thy country, injur'd by*raſcals like thee, 
| Will make dire example on many curs'd tree, 
To the terror of other ingroſſers of corn, 


Who buy up the victual before it is ſhorn. 

Your factors and clerks, with riches and pride, 

Abroad in their coaches are-able to ride, 

While thouſands of children are meager and pale, 

Whofe parents are ruin'd by the dearth of your meal. 
Ye monſters of mankind, what vaileth your ſtore, 

When the practice of virtue you leave and give o'er ? 

Believe ye the goſpel, or poſtolic creed? 

The devil gets villains as ſoon as they're dead: 

And as for: your lives, they will not be long, 

So therefore I pray you giye ear to my ſong, 

Be honeſt, hear conſcience, if any you have, 


Or this dire inſcription ſhall ſtand on your grave. 


EPITAPH. 


Old Gripus lies beneath this ſod, 
Hated hy men and damn'd by G--d. 
Bad meal and dear he always ſold, 
And went to hell for love of gold. 
The needy's curſe he often got, 
Which ſent him to Belzebub's pot, 
Among the devils now he's cramm'd, 
And like a villain doubly damn d. 


81 
A Caution againſt Mobbing. - 


YE Poets, be cautious what muſe ye invoke, 

Be careful too, Printers, and do not provoke 
The guardians of juſtice, or laws of our land; 
When you oppoſe either, *gainſt reaſon you ſtand. 
To juſtify tumults, no man ſhould pretend, 

Elſe farewell to order, peace then's at an end: 
The Scriptures divine, our good wholeſome acts, 
And rules that arc ſocial, forbid ſuch attacks: 
Tho? engrofling foreſtallers by theſe are condemn'd, 
Let the legiſlature th? oppreſſed defend, 
Tis the magiſtrate's duty theſe harpies to ſtop, 
By ending their crimes, with their lives, in a rope. 
Theſe wicked loch-leeches, both here and elſewhere, 
Should to juſtice be brought, all good people declare; 
For why ſhould they feed on the blood of the poor, 
And ſtarve a whole kingdom, the orphan devour ? 

O Royal Grand Sovereign, we beſeech thee to hea 
The cry of thy ſubjects, let come to thine ear: 
| Let no high connection ſuch vermin defend, 
But juſtice? ſharp ſword their malpractices end, 
A proof by ten thouſand, their guilt ſhall atteſt, 
O grant us this proof, and thy people are bleſt: 
By neceſlity urged, we are forced to cry, : 
To our king, as our father, to grant us ſupply ; 
For our Printers are ſeized, their labours are burnt, 
And Poets dare ſcarcely reſent the affront. 

No mob I encourage, nor rioters join, 
Nor do I ”gainſt law and the rulers combine; 
I pity John Muat, who fell without blame, 
Who ſuffer'd for others that he can well name: 
I condole the fair traders, who were willing to ſell 
At a moderate price, when the mob on them fell, 
And rifling their houſes, did pillage their ſtore, 
And ruin'd whole families, whoſe caſe I deplore: 
Then where is the juſtice the preſs to knock down? 
Or why ſhould the Poet here ſuffer a frown? 4 


| 
| 
| 


Cie 


Fair liberty, ſure, will hear us complain, 
Againſt thoſe oppreſſors, who add to our pain, 
And law on engroſſers muſt ſurely take hold, 
Which wou'd put an end to all mobbing, I'm told. 
Then ſeize on the guilty, convidt them in haſte, 
Till then, peace or plenty we never will taſte ; 

For judges themſelves, if ſtarved to rage, 

Would fight for their victuals, and ſwear it was ſage. 
refer to my country both parts of my ſong, 

And will humbly ſubmit, if my judgment is wrong; 
But if I am right, I freedom will plead, 

For ſighing the ſtrains of poor people in need. 

And to ſhow all engroſſers that I am a hero, 

II boldly affix here the name of 


CLAUDERO. 
| P. S. Among the number of ſcurrilities in the North 
Britons, there are alſo to be found a few very unlucky 
acts; and too true it is, that the freedom of this coun- 
ry, compared with that of its ſiſter kingdom, will va- 
dich into arbitrary petty tyranny. - Would an Engliſh. 
nan believe, that it was practicable for two engroſſers 
o ſeize upon a printer, and eſcort him under a ſtrong 
military guard, from Leith to the city of Edinburgh, 
nd then to have his papers burnt, merely becauſe they 
poke to the fame purpoſe as does the word of God, 
ind our acts of Parliament, againſt engroſſers and fore- 
tallers? No!——— Would he believe that a Scotſman 
nay. be ſtarved to death, with money in his pocket ; 
rea, many thouſands of them; yet dare not for the 
puls of them complain upon thoſe who retain all the 
ictual in the country, till they have an exorbitant 
rice, more than the labours of the people can afford? 
0.——— For God's love, let not theſe, and many o- 
her ſcandalous abuſes of freedom, tranſpire to the 
lars of Mr. Willes, or we muſt certainly be aſhamed of 
the contempt, juſtly poured upon us for our puſilla- 


vimity. 


A 


1 


4 SERMON preached by CLAUDRRO 
on the Condenmation of the Netherbow 
Porch of Edinburgh, 9th July 1764, be 
fore a crowded Audience. 1 


There is no remembrance of former things ; neither ſhall 
there be any remembrance of things that are to come, 
with thoſe that ſhall-come after. Ecel. j. 11. 


| EHOLD, ye ſons and daughters of Edina, and 
conſider the vanity of every thing under the ſur 
The taſte of one generation is to rear ſtately ſpires 
porches, and walls ſurrounding towns; while that c 
another is to extend ſpacious ſtreets, and remove ex 
obſtruction to trade and commerce.-' A third genere 
tion cometh, who improveth ſtill on the works of the 
former, by adding real advantages or imaginary beau 
tics thereto. Nature itſelf is continually changing 
large ſhips may ride at anchor where populous citie 
formerly flouriſhed; and iſlands have been made in t 
fight of the mariner. Our bodies, too, are perpetual 
imbibing new qualities, as is intimated to us in the / 4 
verſe of this.firſt chapter of Ecclefiaftes, Oneigeneratit 
paſſeth away, and another generation cometh, but the cart 
abideth for ever. And the inſpired royal ſage further 
faith, verſe 10. I there any thing whereof it may be 
Said, See, this is new ? it hath been already of old time, 
which was before uu. Let none therefore prefume to 
ſay, No more ſhall the royal ſtranger paſs under the 
triumphal arch of Edina, and the hope of the loyaliſt 
is periſhed. - This city may yet be the ſeat of empire, 
and a ſucceſſion of glorious kings may reign in it: but 
who can foretel that happy period, or whether ſuch 
things are at all in the womb of fate. The vagabond 
children of Jacob believe, that Jeruſalem will yet be 
rebuilt, and that their diſperſed clans will be gathered 
together: therefore hope, like thoſe- Jacobites, ven 
1320 N a7 
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ſay, it is better for you to hope, even though you 
ſhould be diſappointed. 3 pe e 
What was too hard for the great ones of the earth, 
yea even queens, to effect, is now, even now in our day, 
accompliſhed. No patriot duke oppoſeth the ſeheme, 
as did the great Argyll in the grand ſenate of our na- 
tion; therefore the project ſhall go into execution, and 
down ſhall Edina's lofty porches be hurled with a ven- 
geance. Streets ſhall be extended to the eaſt, regu- 
ar and beautiful, as far as the Frigate Whins, and 
Porto Bello ſhall be a lodge for the captors of tea and 
brandy. The city ſhall be joined to Leith on the north, 
and a proceſſion. of wiſe maſons ſhall there lay the 
oundation of a ſpacious harbour. Pequin or Nanquin 
ſhall not be able to compare with Edina for magnifi- 
cence. Our city ſhall: be the greateſt wonder of the 
world ; and the fame of its glory ſhall reach the diſtant 
ends of the earth. | af al | 

But lament, O thou deſcendant of the royal Dane, 
and chief of the tribe of Wilſon, for thy ſhop, contigu- 
ous to the porch, ſhall be daſhed to pieces, and its 
place will know thee no more. 

The habitation of the celebrated hero Fix GAL ſhall 
alſo be broke down, and Macgregor, his armour-bearer, 
ſhall be removed, the Lord knows where. Yet fhall the 
ancient FINGAL be eſtabliſhed on ſome happier dome, 

and the loyal Macgregor find a ſafe protection under 
his ſnield. 

No more ſhall the melodious voice of the loyaliſt 
Grant, like a lark, be heard in the morning; nor ſhall 
he, any more, ſhake the bending. wand towards the 
triumphal arch..—Let all who angle in deep waters la- 
ment, for verily Tom had not his equal. 

No more ſhall the porch reſound to the hammer of 
the chearful Zaccheus ; and his neighbours are bathed 
in tears at the overthrow-of his well-tuned anvil. | 

The Nether-bow coffee-houfe of the loyal 8mieton 
can now no longer enjoy its ancient name with pro- 

priety.; and from henceforth The Revolution Coffec houſe 
Mall its name be callooe. 


Our 


68 
Our gates muſt be extended wide for accommodating 
the gilded chariots, which, from the luxury of the age; 
are become numerous.——With an impetuous career 
they joſtle againſt one another. in our ſtreets, and the 
unwary foot paſſenger is in danger of being cruſhed to 
„ 391 | 
The loaded cart itſelf cannot withſtand their fury, 
and the hid ous yells of Coal Johnie..reſound through 
the vanlted ſky.——TFhe ſour-milk barrels are overturn- 
ea, and deluges of Corſtorphin cream run down our 
ſtrands, while the poor unhappy milk-maid wrings het 
hands with ſorrow. . 
Who then can blame the wiſe guardians of Edina, 
whoſe greateſt care ts the preſervation of her people, 
and the ſafety of her inhabitants?---Be huſh, therefore, 
ye malevolent tongues, let ſedition periſh, and anime 
lities be forgotten. C35 1 11 10 
Your porch falls a ſacrifice to luxury, let that b 
the butt of your juſt reſentment. FL. 
The chief magiſtrate is devoted to the ſervice of the 
city, and its glory is his greateſt aim.--Diſintereſted are 
his views, his noble plans proclaim his merit, and hi 
memory ſhall be dear to poſterity. - 
Let thoſe who run down the ſtream of popular pre 
judice, be here reproved, and open their eyes to con 
vittion.---Hath any man a claim to perfection? Surel 
none; for then he would be no longer human. Ou 
Creator himſelf eſcapeth not our preſumption, how 
then ſhall we be ſafe from one another ? 
Now, my dear friends and fellow citizens, I conclude 
this ſermon with my ardent wiſh, that you, and I 
and every individual of the human race, may, like 
Edina's eaſtern porch, be changed from worſe to be 
ter. Amen. | | 


( 38 ) 


| The Laft Speech, Confeſſion, and Dying Words, 
| of the Netherbow Porch of Edinburgh ; 
| which was expoſed to roup and ſale, on 
Freer the gth of ut 1704- 


1 Was erected by King James VI. of ever-glorious me- 
1 mory, whoſe effigies was put up on my inſide, and 
Nood there, till demoliſhed by Croprwel{ the Ulurper. 
My inſcription is as follows: 


Anag. 


| Aris excuba. 
Jacobus Rex, 


| | 
Non fic excubiæ, nec circumſtantia pila, 


Pt tutatur amoro— 

; ty Engliſbed thus 

Watch-tow'rs, and thund'ring walls, vain fences prove, 
No guards to monarchs like their peoples love. | 


Jacobus VI. Rex, Anna Regina, 1606. 


| May my clock be ſtruck dumb in the other world, if 
lie in this ; and may Mack, the reformer of Edina's 
lofty ſpires, never beſtride my weather-cock on high, 
fI deviate from truth in theſe my laſt words. Tho? 
my fabric ſhall be levelled with the duſt of the earth, 
yer I fall in hope, that my Cock ſhall be exalted on 
ſome more modern dome, where it ſhall ſhine like the 
durniſhed gold, reflecting the rays of the ſun to the 
yes of ages unborn, The daring Mack ſhall yet 
ook down from my Cock, high in the airy region, to 
he brandy ſhops below, where large grey-beards ſhall 
ippear to him no bigger than mutchkin bottles, and 
mutchkin bottles ſhall be in his ſight like the ſpark of 
diamond. | 
Many, alas! have been my crimes, but the greateſt 
df all was, receiving the head of the brave Marquis of 
Montroſe from the hands of daſtardly miſcreants ; that 
| | loyal 


4 F ( 49 ** 
loyal hero, who cut down enthuſiaſtic traitors bi 
thouſands at Tippermoor, Bridge of Dee, Aldern, Alfore 
Inverlochy, and Kilſyth; and who, at laſt, ſuffered 
death in the cauſe of his ſovereign Charles the Martyr 
If the manes of thoſe wretehes beyond the river Sty3 
have any knowledge of human affairs, they will aſſured 
ly gnaſh their teeth, and, like devils, bewail my dow 
fall. O! let the name of the gallant Grahams be eve 
dear to this country, as patterns of loyalty, and pre 
tectors of Scotland's liberty. | 
The great Montroſe performed the duty of a goog 
ſoldier, for he left not his centry-poſt on my dome til 
he was relieved; and it gave me no pleaſure to bea 
the heads of either party, as I always hated acts o 
cruelty. | 
I anſwered the end of my erection for a number o 
Fears, till, at laſt, I was baſely polluted by the capto 
of tea and brandy, who made my lodge a cage for ur 
clean birds. Whores and rogues had, in my bowel 
their nocturnal meetings, and Iriſh Jane with her gang 
were received into my reverend dome, as oft as the ſpoil 
of their cullies could afford to treat the keepers there 
of.---May heavy curſes light on the heads of thoſe pro 
ſtitutes, and nimble vengeance overtake the waiters 
whoſe inſatiable greed of drink would even tempt then 
to pledge and entertain the devil and his angels. 
The clock-maker, at the firſt rumour of my down 
fal, deſerted me with precipitation, and fled, ſwift a 
time itſelf, to the Tron-church, where there never wa 
an altar to protect the fugitive. . | 
The upholſterer, that meek and peaceable lamb, i 
ſo much grieved and troubled at the thoughts of my 
untimely downfal, that, ever fince my condemnation, h 
has only ſupported his ſpirits by diverting himfelf with 
his Puggy *. COTE * 
No prayers were put up for my preſervation in th 
temples of Edina, for my cruel ſentence was to ſuffe 
an ignominious downfal without the benefit of clergy. 


* The Puggy may be ſeen at the Netherbow Coffee-houſe, ſrot 


fix in the moraing till twelye at night, week day and holiday. 
H 2 Accordin 


669 
According to the Caledonian Mercury, I was even de- 


ſerted by a grave colony of rats, who were ſo auda- 
| cious as to leave my fabric, even in the face of the 


a 
| 


ceſſion to the ground floors in Leith and St. Mary's 
wynd, at the hour of eight. 


[the city againſt thoſe who might have prolonged the 
inglorious life of Captain Porteous, which I have not, 
even to my dying hour, repented of: and though my 
ruin, at that period, ſeemed certain, yet the great Ar- 
gyll, a powerful patriot, diverted the blow. 


| dina, or the Abbey-porch, yet I have ſeen many 
ſtrange turns of fortune; I have ſeen chief magiſtrates 
leſteemed as demi-gods, and have again ſeen them {ink 
into popular diſeſteem ; ſo fickle is the voice of the 
public, that a wiſe man ought not to be elated with 
their loudeſt acclamations, nor caſt down when they 
| nveigh moſt bitterly againſt him. In fine, I have now 


een enough to make me weary of ſtanding here as a 
watchman any longer, and my ſtony heart ſhrinks not 
at all at my diſſolution. 

| My ſentence, though juſt, I muſt inſiſt to be very 
: ard; yet I forgive my judges and jury. I alſo wiſh 
happineſs to the Good Town, where I have ſtood as a 
rentinel for one hundred and fifty-eight years. My 
bntimely fall is owing to my firſt narrow conſtruction; 
nd it is too true, that I have not been capacious enough, 
jor ſome years paſt, to receive the implements of luxu- 
ty, which, though heavily taxed by the government, 
multiply both in city and country; ſuch is the loyalty, 
pined with the lazineſs of the great patriots of the 


| hen my welEcemented fabric is disjoined, and razed 
o the ground. |; | . 

Farewell, all ye ſtately and magnificent buildings 
round me, I fall, as I ſtood, in peace with you all. 
ad I conclude my ſpecch with this prayer, May the 
* luxury, 


ſun, and to march through my wicket in ſolemn pro- 


My gates were ſhut by the exaſperate inhabitants of 


My fabric is not near the age of the antient Croſs of 


|; ingdom, that, no doubt, they will greatly increaſe, . 


C'S 3 


ry; lazineſs, and patriotiſm of the great ones _ 


277 7 and increaſe. Amen. 
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Funeral Oration on the Worthy Mr. James 
Stirling, late Fiſh-monger in Edinburgh; 


ſpoken (before a Number of Gentlemen) EX 
tempore, by Claudero, 


Ut Pictura Poeſis erit. 


If you won't give the Price for the Fiſh, g9 about your 


B 


Buſmeſs. 


EHOLD the exemplary life of Zames Stirling, nor 
think it uſeleſs to mankind. He ſtretched forth his | 
hands to the poor, and the needy he turned not away 


from his gate. He was a man among many thouſands : 


O! what a man he was. Ye Fiſh-wives, bear witneſs to | 


his economy : let Muſſelburgh and Preſtonpans pour 


forth tears. Ye who feed upon the luſcious oyſter, la- 
ment: let the tabernacle of Middlemi/t go into mourn- | 
ing, while Mackenzie, his rival, is drunk with joy. No | 


more ſhall the horn of 7o/eph be heard in our ſtreets, 
nor freſh herrings, a month old, regale the wicked 


CLAUDERO. | 

Be huſh, ye malevolent tongues, and let calumny be 
ſilent. Lament, ye widows, and let the orphans be o- 
verwhelmed in ſorrow. Who now ſhall feed you with 
the freſheſt of fiſhes, and fill your bellies with untimely | 
veal? James Stirling is now no more! he is gone to 
his place appointed: from henceforth he ſhall reſt from 
his labours, and his works will follow bim. He ſtarved } 
himſelf that the poor might feaſt ; yea, he was emaciate | 
to the very bones! The coarſeſt 'of bread was his food, 
while the cryſtal ſtream allayed his thirſt. 

Strong 


| ( & ) 
Strong liquors were an abomination unto him, and 
high feeding his ſoul abhorred. He hated the gain of 
+ oppreſſion, nor did he give Deacon Aliſon cauſe to 
complain: two thouſand ſix hundred pounds he deſpiſ- 
| ed, and threw it at the Deacon's feet; yea, at the Per 
of Aliſon did he let it fall. Surpriſing generoſity ! 
matchleſs bumanity! O! Jamie Stirling! Jamie Stir- 
ling O] thou art gone to the Elyſian fields, while we 
are left to weep thy untimely fate. Let the coaſt- 
| towns of Fife ring a mournful peal, and the fouth-weſt 
| winds that detained the fiſh from the banks of Crail, 
| ceaſe to blow. Ye Salmon of the river Tay, keep now 
your watery element; and all ye finny tribe, who fill 
the Forth, avoid the ſnare of the fiſher. Let the manſion 
of Charity muffle its bell, or be deprived of its tongue by 
the hands of the ſage John Dingwall. Ye manufacturers 
of Hodden-brown, bid farewell to trade, and daſh your 
| ſhuttles againſt the wall: For lo! the children of the 
Charity-workhouſe ſhall run naked, and the hoary head 
I ſhall want a covering; for their Treaſurer is now no 
| more; he is gone, and the bleſſing of the poor has fol- 
| lowed him. His ſalary was but a mere trifle, and even 
that he bequeathed to the poor. By fire was Sodom 
| and Gomorrah deſtroyed, even fo twice was the habita- 
tion of the righteous Stirling! Rain falls upon the juſt 
and unjuſt; fire in like manner deprived this man of 
his All. He ſpurned at the generous contribution of 
the city, and threw their donation into the lap of the 
needy. Such were the ways of this godly man, and 
| his memory ſhall never rot: O let it not be mangled 
by the unhallowed hands of David Fife ; let him write 
| panegyrics for Lambourn, and the dancing Bear. Theſe 
| themes are proper for the ſervile muſe, and well adapt- 
ed to the illiterate preſs of Bauldie. But let Offiar's 
ſtrains record the fame of the worthy Stirling, and let 
the pen of Macpher/on paint his praiſe _—O let the 
fire of the ſon of Fingal deſcend upon Claudero the fo 
of Nimrod; and may he never enter into the tents of | 
| Captain Rob; for there no laurels grow, and the fear of 
the Lord is not in his dwellings. . a | 


"C 0» 


On the bloody Maſſacre of the Dogs in Edin- 
burgh ; wrote for the Conſolation of their 
forrowful Owners, Summer 17 63. 


O LD Homer blind, in lofty ſtrains, 
Sung Ilium and its ſcarlet plains; 
Yet did not travel to our land 
To pi&tureſque the bloody band; 
Nor ſhall I ſoar to Rome or Greece, 
For images to deck my piece; 
But where the tragedy was wrought, 
From thence my matter ſhall be brought. 
To magiſtrates, my grateful ſong 
Shall never attribute a wrong; 
Their wholeſome edict, paſs'd of late, 
My muſe approves good for the ſtate, 
And dire examples plainly ſhow, 
What miſchief may from mad dogs flow. 
But oh! that horrid barb'rous gang, 
_ Whorre fit to murder, ſtab or hang: 
Give them command, they'll cut our throats, 
Altho' they coſt us many groats. 
With cruel ſport, for greed of gain, 
How many ſober dogs they've lain, 
Who thoughtleſs ventur'd on the ſtreet, 
And did their ſavage butchers meet; 
Who, primo loco, gave the blows, 
The curs when flain they did cognoſce ; 
Contrair to law or ſocial act, 
They perpetrate the murd'ring fact; 
So folks at 7edburgh us'd of old 
To hang men firſt, then judge them cold. 
Some chair-men too here lent a hand, 
And join'd for pelf the bloody band; 1 96 
But better could not be expected, 3 
As they're to brutes ſo near connected, . 
+ The city guard. x 
2 oh | And 


| ( 64 ) 
| And heav'n has form'd theſe Chriſtian horſe, 
For purpoſe good, void of remorſe. 
To murder cats and dogs unruly, 
| Who ſweat not in the month of July; 
And who ſo fit for ſlaughter's taſk, 
As thoſe who never mercy aſk? 
Who ne'er to heav'n preferr'd their pray r, 
Or wants or wiſhes to be there. 
Rapacious, greedy, fierce and wild, 
| They're mercileſs ev'n to a child ; 
| Quite deſtitute of human grace, 
| Like Greenland bears, fit for the chace. 
| Who'll now guard Criſpin's * awls and thread, 
Since his three jolly dogs are dead? 
| Like lions fierce they ſtood without, 
{ Protectors of his whoring bout: 
His love for them did far ſurpaſs, 
The love he bore to Yarrow's laſs; + 
| Yet nothing could the poor tykes ſave, 
| And now their ſkins the tanners have. 
| Some Criſpin, of a harder heart, 
May work them up with {kill and art; 


But for his part, he'll ne'er more ſtitch, 


The fkin of water-dog or bitch. 

| We wiſh the canine generation 

| May never give us more vexation ; 
For, ever faithful to their maſters, 
They ſtand our friends in all diſaſters : 
Tho' father, mother, ſiſter, brother, 
Should all forſake,-your dog will never. 
Let pity fill the human breaſt, 

And dogs from perſecution reſt, 

Is what we wiſh and what we want, 
And thus I end. my canine cant. 


—U—äẽ p —————— — ———— — 


* 


with three curs at his heels. 
+ Not the celebrated Mary Scot. 


A ſhoemaker at the Bow-head, who avaye traverſed the ſtreets 


Epiſtle - 


Tum 9. 


Foie | to cb on his Arrival | E 
| London, 1 476 5. | | 


CLAUDERO, * to this 8 , 
Tho? miſs'd, I dare ſay, at auld Recky;' - _ :- | 
Where thou did give them mony a ſweety, _ bk i 
Baith ſharp and keen: 


— candy d o'er to make them pretty, ; 
And pleale the cen. 


The ballad- ſingers and the printers, 

Muſt ſurely now have ſtarving 22 11a ifs 25 19988 

Their — $ they may break a' in ſplinters, 
I'm od they ſwear, 


audero's muſe, alas! we've tint her 
For ever mair. 


Now whores and bawds do what they will, 
And Hangie he may ſcourge' or kill, 
Or others they may get a bill 
To move the Cr os ; > 
Or yet King 2 if they will, 
. 1 + Frge ParPment Cloſe. 


Now vice may rear ber hydra's head, 
And ſtrike defenceleſs virtue dead; 
Religion's heart may melt and bleed 
With grief and ſorrow, . 
Since ſatire from your ſtreets is fled, 
Poor Edinburrow. 


But, Sir, I hope you'll pardon me, 
Being a ſtranger, to make ſo free 
As write thoſe dog'rels unto thee, 
Who art a poet: 
And how you came to that degree, 
" plainly ſhow ir. 


4 
* * * 


1 When 


| 


| But yet I hope, youll not deſpiſe 


0 66 9 
When ALLAN a the muſes then. 
P Pid-movrn-aloud baith butt and ben; 


| 
| 
j 
: 
| 
| 


j Apollo gl but ſpoke up then, 


' I've ſtill an hero 


In Caledon.——Syne took his pen, 
And wrote CLApDRERO. 


| Then Thalia, filed with ſtrong deſire, 
The comic genius to inſpire, * ' 


And warm chee with poetic fire, 
| Flew off with ſpeed ; 


| Apollo, with harmonious lyre, 


[ 


Apprar d the deed. 


| Thus the deity of Parnaſſus, 

[| Diſpatches forth thoſe modeſt laſſes, 

| To lure us with their kind careſſes, 
And ſmiles indulgent; 

| Apollo aids their noble cauſes, 

With rays pefulgent. | 


By this you ſee your call is ſure 3 
| ot ſmugghd in at private door; 
[| As was Rob Kerr, and many more, 
| " "As well as me, 
| Wha's got the frothe, but not the ſtore 
Olk poetry. 


y wiſhes, cauſe they dare to riſe, . 


Te court your friendihip, ex eager flies 
'* Wing'd with ambition: 


| Which, if you grant, contented dies 


| | In full fruition, | 


Þ 
| 


| Nae mair I'll ſay until we meet, 
And then my wiſh will be compleat, 
| | When anes we get a bearty weet | 
With drink at Brodie's ; 
Our ſpirits then will mount as fleet 
As god or goddeſs. 


Leave 


e 


Leave faQtious curs to bite or ſnarrel 

And choak them with ſeditious. quarrel; 

Whilſt thou and I, my honeſt carl, 
Bauld and herois, 


Will baht with + weapons frae the barrel. 


Yours, GE 0RDIE BoIck: | 


. - l 
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Claudero to Mr. George Boick: 


(GREAT thanks to Boicks friendly lays, 
For bards like Claud are fond of praiſe ; 

But thou has ſcrew'd my muſe ſo high, | 

Like Dedalus, in air to fly, 

She dreads his fate; atid muſt im lore; 

Beneath fam'd Allan's wings to ſoar: . 


| Your compliment, by far too great; 


Sits aukward on my crazy pate j 

Of Helicon thou art partaker, 

Poor Claud, at beſt, a crambo-maker ; 
While Boick claims Apollo's rays, 

Mine are the cabbage, his the bays: 

I do beſeech thee in thy grace, 

To ſhow me thine and Lawder's face; 
In Wattie Kerr's, at the white bear, 
Where Claud preſides in elbow chair, 
On Tueſday nineteenth of November, 
There I to Boick will ſurrender | 
My peo, my friendſhip, and my ſeat : 
And dub thee, as Scots Allan, great! 

I pray accept my invitation, 

And I am thine in any tation. 

In Brodie's too, I'll meet my hero, 
Where you ſhall quaff with friend Clauders 7 
And if the caſh can well afford, 

We'll chearful be as laird or lord. 


11 | | Humphry 


— 


| 
| 
| 
F 
1 


— ñ——— — — 
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7 Humphry Colquhona _ * Farewell 


T 1 — 3 10 more. 


Farewell to lewd Kate, 
Farah to each whore, 
And farewell to curs'd debt; | 
With light heart and thin dende | 
Humph croſſes the main, | 
All worn out to ſtitches, 
He'll ne'er come again. 
| Farewell to old Dido, 
| Who fold him good ale ; . 
| Her charms, like her drink, | 
| For poor Humph were too ſtale -- 
| Tho? cloſely he urg'd him, 
| To marry and ſtay, . 
| Her Frojan quite cloy'd, 
| From her ſail'd away. 
Farewell to James Campbell, 
| Who play'd many tricks, 
ö Humph's ghoſt and Lochmoidart's, 
Wilr chace him to Styx; 
Where in Charon's wherry, 

| He'll be ferry'd o'er 
i To Pluto's dominions, 
| *Mong raſcals great ſtore. 
| Farewell pot-companions, 

Farewell all good fellows,. 
Farewell to my anvil, 
Files, pliers and bellows: : 
Sails fly to Jamaica, 
| Where I mean long to dwell, 
Change manners with ellmates, 
Dear Drummond fare well. 


Ee 
| 


| 


On 


$44 


On St. Criſpin's Day, Odcber 25th, 1762 


CY ME let us prepare, | 
Jolly hearts ev'iry where, 1 
Each ſhoomaker fn and be merry, 
Let mirth now aboun | 


And bumpers go round, 2 _— 
Of Claret, Champaign, and Canary, | | 


* Blythe is our choſe King, 

Then blythy come ing, | 
Let faction be drove from our quarter, 
May virtue inſpire, 

Is all we deſire, 


We envy no Knight of the Garter. 


Our Royal Patron, 
He wore the apron, * 
And was an extreme honeſt fellow, 
Our Craft is more great, 
Without all debate, | 
Than many who more loudly bellow. 


We till bear in mind, . F. 
And ſhow to mankind, +1 
Our loyalty by a proceſſion, 
To Criſpin the great, 
Who left kingly ſtate, 
And liv'd in a ſhoemaker's ſtation. 


Tyrannical vice, 3 
In Royal diſguiſe, 1 1 
Did baniſh this Prince and his brother, 1 
We received them fair, L 220 
We taught them with care, 
And thus we became one another.“ 


» Blythe is here to be underſtood both . we. 
2 | 


'Th | 


= 
—_—_ 


— 


— — 


: 
: 
| 
: 


Te) 


| The kingdom we aid, 
By ſhoemakers trade, 


* f Ladies we oft take the meafure; op 


And Queens muſt ſubmit, 
To ſhew us their foot; 
Yea Empreſſes do it with pleafure: 


| The King on the throne, 


| The Prince too his ſon, 


| They bare-foot- might go, 
Throꝰ froſt and thro? ſnow, 
if ſhoemakers were at a diſtance: 
| Old Adamihimſet, 
Soon after he fell, 5 
Did drive up his laſt into leather; 
And made the firſt ſhoes, 
To Eve his dear ſpouſe ; - 
/Tho? clumſily tacked together. 


| Be that as it will, 
is certain our ſkill, 


"a not very long be a wanting; 


For boots, brogs or ſhoes, 
Were early in uſe, 


While miſers are vex'd, 
With riches perplex'd, 


we whiſtle at work without forrow 5 


| We value no gain, 2 
Which brings with it pain, 


Our very great care, 


Is to pleaſure the fair, 
hom ſhoemakers fit always neatly, 
Our ſweet-hearts and wives, 
We love as our lives, | 
nd by them are loved compleatly. 


Vithout our Craft's friendly aſliſtance, 


[w ich ſaved mens feet when a planting. 
| | 
ö 


or trouble our tune with to-morrow. 

N 1 
| 

| 


Fo - 


— 


1 


To ſum up the whole, 
Let us Criſpin extol, 
And be of his virtues partakers; 
Then all will applaud, ä a 
And ſing loud as Claud, 5 
The fame and * worth of — 


* . 0 ; 
* * 5 a * | 
— — mn 


Claudero- s Petition for a Pinch of — 
when copying the Chymical _ * 


Me naſal nerves do itching crave, 
Nicotiona's powder, 


Beſtow it, I am GEeoeRY's ſlave, - 52 


And am of nothing prouder. 

If you refuſe this humble boon, 

The Acids Ill fling b 

And beggar-like, — the town, 
For favours you deny. 
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PHE Second! Number of CL 4 van os | | 

Miſcellanies were left in che hands of 
a friend; when. he went laſt ſummer ta 
London, who has miſlaid them; but, as he 
is certain of recovering the be- 
fore winter, he intends chen to publiſh 
them; and, as they never appeared in print 
before, he hopes che novelty of his Second 
Number will incite the cnriofity of his 
readers to ſubſcribe for them before No- 


vember net. 


"ny : 
- 8 — 


Subſcriptions- are by es Author 
himſelf, and all his Good - pe 8838 | 


REExcE. 


